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THE  OLD  LINE 


Gifts?  Yes. 

Stationary?  Yes. 

Novelties?  Yes. 

Magazines?  Yes. 

Textbooks?  Yes. 

Rings  and  Pins?  Yes. 

THE  JtM.EV  <;IFT  HHOV 

On  The  Boulevard 


A Big  Red  Apple  . . . . 

If  you  can  prove  that  our  work  is 
not  the  finest  quality  and  the  most 
reasonal)le  prices  in  this  district. 

College  Shoe  Repairing 

On  The  Boulevard 


Come  to 

Topper  cleaners 

To  be  Treated  Proper 

On  the  Boulevard 
Palace  Laundry  Agents 


"OUR  SHEAR  ARTISTRY  IS  SHEER  ARTISTRY" 

Tlie 

OLD  LINE 
BARBER  SHOI* 

Irvin  R.  Zcllman.  Prop.  ON  THE  BOULEVARD 


“OX  RUSHING ’’ 

“How  do  you  do?  How  are  you?” 

“Fine.” 

“Pardon,  what  did  you  say  your  name  is?” 

“Smith.” 

“Oh! — AVliere  do  you  come  from?” 

“Chicago.” 

“Did  you  bring  your  gun?  Heh,  heh.” 

“Heh.” 

“What  are  you  taking?” 

“Home  Ec.” 

“That's  a pretty  hard  course,  yeah,  a pretty 
liard  course.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Are  you  going  out  for  anytliing?” 

“Why,  I don't  know — er,  Uh,  wliats  to  go  out  for?” 
“Well,  the  Old  Line,  Reveille,  Diamondhack,  sports, 
clubs,  etc.” 

“Oh.” 

“Uh,  it  certainly  is  a fine  day.” 

“Yes,  it  is.” 

“Kinda  hot,  isn't  it?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Pardon,  what  did  you  .say  your  name  is?” 

“Smith.” 

“M  iss  Smith,  meet  Mi.ss  Homes.”  “Will  you  girls 
pardon  me?” 

“How  do  you  do?” 

“How  do  you  do?” 

“Pardon,  what  did  you  .say  your  name  is?” 

“Smith.” 

“Oh,  where  did  you  come  from?” 

“('hicago.” 

“Did  you  bring  your  gun?”  Heh,  heh.” 

“Heh.” 


Wonder  if  the  leaves  turn  red  in  the  Fall  because  they 
are  just  realizing  how  green  they  were  all  Spring? 


One  of  the  cami)us  big  shots  complained  about  the  fish 
in  the  jiunch  at  a hou.se  dance  the  other  evening. 


“Mother  is  the  nece.ssity  of  invention,”  said  the  young 
maiden,  as  she  crawled  in  the  window  at  3 a.m. 


.Vn  optimi.st  is  a bo.ss  who  marries  his  stenographer, 
thinking  that  he  can  continue  dictating  to  her. 


Where's  the  ('ashier? 

(ione  to  the  races. 

(Hone  to  the  races  in  the  busine.ss  hours? 

Yes,  Sir — it's  his  last  chance  to  make  the  books  balance. 
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T H E O L D LINE 


f 


THE  NEW  LINE 

”T/ic  LINE  of  least  resistance^’’ 


....  Inferno  good  reason 

Along  about  this  time  every  year  we  become 
allegorical  about  college  life  and  such.  We've  just 
thought  up  a very  j)icturesque,  albeit  fuelish  representa- 
tion, which  depicts  a college  as  a great  furnace — one 
equipped  with  one  of  those  automatic  stoking  devices 
which  feeds  the  coal  into  the  fire  from  the  bottom  and 
takes  the  ashes  from  the  top. 

The  analogy  between  an  automatic  stoking  furnace  and 
a college  is  not  quite  perfect,  however,  having  one  out- 
standing anomaly.  This  type  of  furnace  is  said  to  be 
quite  efficient. 

But  in  other  respects,  the  comparison  is  (piite  apt.  Can 
you  not  picture  the  incoming  freshmen  as  glistening,  un- 
suspecting chunks  of  coal,  laden  with  energy,  being  hauled 
along  a conveyor  belt  which  will  thrust  them  up  among 
the  enlightening  flames  of  Truth?  To  be  even  more  strik- 
ingly metaphorical,  we  might  almo.st  say  it  thrusts  them 
from  the  frying  pan  of  adole.scence  into  the  fire  of  higher 
beaming,  but  besides  being  very  l)ad  punning,  that  might 
be  inter[)reted  as  panning  the  secondary  schools,  so  we 
won’t. 

Neverthele.ss,  our  endless  conveyor  propels  the  little 
chunks  ever  uj)ward,  they,  in  the  meanwhile  having  l)ecome 
enkindled  by  the  coals  which  surround  them,  and  soon 
they  too  burn  with  fierce  enthusiasm  for  fir.st  one  thing, 
then  another,  completely  forgetting  that  all  this  heat  and 
energy  which  they  are  expending  may  keej)  the  furnace 
going  but  may  not  be  doing  them  any  good. 

Gradually  the  original  chunks,  which  are  now  mere 
glowing  embers,  reach  the  top  of  the  firebox,  and  as  they 
grow  colder  and  colder,  are  conveyed  across  the  commence- 
ment rostrum  by  that  same  treadmill  grate,  which  then 
.starts  its  downward  journey,  dumping  ashy,  shrunken 
vestiges  of  their  former  .selves  willy  nilly  upon  the  ash-heaj) 
of  humanity.  Some  few  persist  in  smouldering  around  for 
a while  longer  as  grad  students,  but  are  only  one  or  two 
degrees  hotter  than  their  fellows. 

Egad,  maybe  we're  just  an  old  clinker! 


. ...  If  This  Be  Treason 

A FELLOW  named  Galileo  is  said  to  have  taken  his 
mind  from  a dry,  narrow  sermon  long  enough  one 
Sunday  morning  to  watch  a chandelier  gently  swinging 
above  his  head.  His  facile  mind  followed  up  what  he  saw, 
and  he  formulated  from  his  observations  the  famous  law  of 
physics  which  has  made  his  name  famous. 

Not  satisfied  with  doing  just  one  thing  and  then  retiring 
on  a pension,  this  queer  person,  who  was  so  radical  as  to 
believe  what  his  eyes  told  him  even  when  his  previous  con- 
ceptions had  been  different,  continued  to  ob.serve  ....  and 
continued  to  flatly  inform  people  that  their  old  ideas  were 
wrong.  This  peculiar  habit  became  so  annoying  to  the 
clergy,  who  found  their  purely  theoretical,  hidebound 
ideas  being  challenged,  that  they  had  him  convicted  of 
heresy,  and  forced  him  to  renounce  his  clearly  demon- 
strated truths  as  untrue. 

Galileo  lived  from  1564  to  164'^,  and  centuries  followed 
before  the  worth  of  his  investigations  was  e.stablished 
without  que.stion — but  that  does  not  mean  that  he  lived 
.‘500  years  too  .soon,  for  “here.sy”  to  .some  extent  still 
entails  per.secution.  Here.sy,  it  will  be  remembered,  is 
anything  at  variance  with  recognized  standards. 

The  rea.son  that  learning  stagnated  so  during  The  Dark 
•Vges  was  becau.se  individual  thinking  was  penalized.  The 
dogmatic  prece[)ts  and  postulates  of  one  or  two  ancient 
philo.sophers  was  dictated  as  the  .sole  limits  of  science  and 
j)hiloso])hy. 

And  in  our  own  time,  until  individual,  courageous 
thinking  is  encouraged  in  our  .schools  and  colleges,  even  the 
mightiest  University  in  the  land,  with  millions  in  endow- 
ments, we  contend,  will  be  nothing  more  than  a .super  high 
school  ....  with  it's  stereotyped  assignments,  “pa.s.ses” 
and  “failures,”  and  .school  yells. 

The  oidy  youth  movement  in  this  country  today  is  a sort 
of  swaying  one  which  takes  place  every  Friday  night  to  the 
strains  of  .some  band  which  is  not  as  good  as  it’s  cracked 
up  to  be. 

So  if  you  would  have  a real  university  education,  search 
for  truth  and  think  for  your.self. 

At  the  same  time,  however,  it  would  not  be  a very  bad 
idea  to  spend  some  time  on  the  schedvde  you  have  mapped 
out  for  your  college  course.  It  perhaps  will  help  you  in 
yonr  search  for  the  truth  and  enhance  your  ability  to  think. 
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THE  OLD  I.  I N E 


The  Old  Line’s  First  Annual  Selection  of  an 

‘‘ALL  AMERICAN  DANCE  BAND” 


WHEREVER  two  or  more  collegians  are  gathered 
together  within  earshot  of  music  of  any  description, 
the  topic  of  conversation  sooner  or  later  turns  to  just 
which  of  the  nation’s  more  prominent  maestros  has  the 
best  band.  In  fact,  if  it  weren’t  for  the  positive  apathy  of 
your  casual  collegian,  these  discu.ssions  might  actually  lead 
to  violence  and  bloodshed.  Therefore,  as  a gesture  for 
peace  and  serenity.  The  Old  Line  herewith  presents  the 
perfect  combination  to  which  one  may  fling  the  light 
fantastic — intended  to  please  everybody. 

Each  of  the  bands  which  have  paused  on  that  jiinnacle 
of  success — national  jirominence — has  had  its  own  “ trade- 
mark,” or  infallibly  recognizible  .style  of  playing,  and 
which,  in  most  cases,  has  been  the  very  reason  for  it’s 
success.  Thus,  with  each  organization  jmrveying  it’s  own 
particular  brand  of  music,  it  is  impossible  to  select  an  All 
America  player  merely  by  listening  to  his  orchestra,  as  his 
individual  ability  and  brilliance  may  be  somewhat  sub- 
dued by  the  style  of  the  orchestra  with  which  he  plays. 

In  making  the  selection  given  below,  special  care  has 
been  given  to  insure  that  each  musician  is  allotted  the 
position  in  which  he  can  jierform  to  the  be.st  advantage. 
Tune  in; 

Eddie  Duchin. 

Vincent  Lopez. 

First  Sax:  Rudy  Vallee. 

Second  Sax:  Dick  Stabile  (Ben  Bernie’s  Orchestra). 
Third  Sax:  Glen  Gray. 

Fourth  Sax:  Fred  Waring. 

First  Trumjiet ; Henry  Bu.s.se. 

Second  Trumpet;  Red  Nichols. 

Third  Trumpet:  Louis  Panico. 

First  Trombone:  Jack  Teagarden  (Paul  Whiteman’s 

Orchestra). 

* First  Fiddle:  Dave  Rubinoff. 

Second  Fiddle;  Ben  Bernie. 

Third  Fiddle:  Dan  Rus.so. 

Bidl  Fiddle;  Paul  Whiteman. 

Guitar;  Sleejiy  Hall. 

Drums;  Poly  McGlintock  (Fred  Waring’s  Orchestra). 
Director:  Buddy  Rogers. 

Bing  Cro.sby. 

Eddie  Stone  (Lsham  Jones’  Orche.stra). 

(Loretta  Lee  (George  Hall’s  Orche.stra). 
Harriet  Hilliard  (Ozzie  Nelson’s 
Orche.st  ra). 

Arranger:  Eugene  Gifford  (Gasa  Loma). 


Men  Singers; 


Pianos : 


Little  explantion  is  needed  for  our  piano  selections. 
Vincent  Lopez  is  known  as  the  speediest  piano  player  in 
the  world,  while  Eddie  Duchin  is  one  of  the  finest  stylists. 

In  our  sax  team,  Rudy  Vallee  is  placed  first  because  of 
his  teehnical  ability.  Ten  years  ago  he  was  Rudy  Weidtoff’s 
prize  i)uj)il,  and  Weidtoff  is  the  greatest  sax  player  who 
ever  ehewed  a reed.  Dick  Stabile,  who  plays  that  hot 
tenor  for  Ben  Bernie,  and  Glen  Gray,  the  wizard  of  the 
clarinet,  rightly  have  their  plaee  in  .second  and  third 
positions.  Fred  Waring,  with  all  his  directing,  still  can  ^ 
exhale  a very  superior  moan  with  his  sax. 

The  selection  of  Henry  Busse  for  first  trumpet  needs  no  I 
apology,  as  Busse  was  a viruoso  of  symphony  ealibre  when 
“jazz”  was  nothing  more  than  a modified  abbreviation  of 
James.  In  fact,  in  a book  of  that  name  written  by  none 
other  than  Paul  Whiteman  himself,  Busse  is  pronounced 
one  of  the  world’s  leading  trumpeters.  Red  Nichols  gets  j 
second  and  the  chance  to  jilay  the  “scat”  choruses  because 
of  his  hot  playing.  Louis  Panico  is  a stylist,  with  beautiful 
tone,  lightness  of  touch,  and  a true  lip.  He  can  make  a 
trumpet  cry  in  three  different  ways;  sad,  angry,  and 
hy.sterical. 

Our  fiddle  section  is  compo.sed  of  orchestra  leaders,  with 
Rubinoff  the  undisputed  wielder  of  the  first  bow,  and  with  i 
Bernie  and  Russo  qualifying  for  second  and  third. 

One  never  thinks  of  guitars  without  thinking  of  Sleepy 
Hall,  which  is  all  that  needs  to  be  said  in  regard  to  that  ^ 
.selection,  while  Paul  Whiteman’s  reputation  as  one  of  the 
country’s  outstanding  musicians’  leaves  no  room  for  r 
argument  when  he  is  handed  the  bass.  Polly  IMcClintock  T 
beats  the  drums  for  the  All  Americas  because  of  his  1< 
jiopularity  and  clownishness  as  well  as  for  his  musical  f.*. 
ability.  I ) 

Buddy  Rogers  wins  the  baton  becau.se  of  his  pensonality 
and  manner,  and  the  way  in  which  he  “goes  over”  with  !'* 
the  audience,  which  after  all,  is  a good  thing  for  a director  ' I 
to  “go  over”  with.  I 

We  have  chosen  one  hot  singer  and  one  sweet  singer  ^ > 
from  both  men  and  women,  leaving  no  one  with  cause  for  ; 1 
griping.  As  chief  arranger,  we  nominate  Eugene  Gifford,  . ^ 
who  arranges  for  (’asa  Loma,  and  who,  incidentally,  wrote  j I'l 
Maniac’s  Ball.  | | 
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From  the  windows  of  Margaret  Brent,  yon  can  see 
both  Calvert  and  Silvester  Halls,  and  every  fraternity 
house  on  the  Hill  ....  Delta  Sig  to  the  west,  Sigma  Phi 
Sigma  by  the  tracks  ....  all  are  visible.  On  a clear 
Saturday  night,  you  can  .see  the  dance  lights;  you  can 
almost  see,  or  think  you  see,  the  graceful,  rhythmic  swaying 
of  young  bodies  to  music.  This  is  bad  for  the  scholarly 
coed  soul.  You  find  dozens  of  such  souls  pressed  clo.se  to 
the  window  panes  on  week-end  nights,  teary-eyed,  and 
yearning  for  release;  and  you  wonder  why  Brent  wasn’t 
built  in  a hollow.  You  stroll  further  down  the  path,  to  the 
bridge,  look  back  at  the  lights,  and  realize  how  close  to  real 
tragedy  a college  education  can  bring  you. 

A few  short  .steps  onward,  and  you  sit  down  on  the 
remains  of  an  old  stone  wall.  A quiet  couple  passes  you 
clo.se-walking.  It  is  Tommie  Hines  and  Yirginia  Turner, 
and  that  makes  you  feel  very  happy.  Tracey  C’oleman, 
looking  out  of  place  in  coat  and  tie,  spurts  j)ast  you, 
growling  against  rides  and  dormitories.  You  .see  a light 
in  the  Old  Library,  and  walk  uphill  towards  it;  tiptoe 
noiselessly  to  the  second  door  on  the  right,  and  open  it 
gently.  A middle-aged  gentleman,  slightly  bald,  is  sitting 
at  a huge  desk,  reading  plays.  You  know  you  are  looking 
at  one  of  the  finest  men  to  be  found  on  any  campus.  It  is 
Dr.  Hale.  You  close  the  door  as  gently,  and  .start  down 
the  path  to  the  Library.  In  the  shadow  of  one  of  the 
larger  oaks,  you  hear  Pete  King  practising  his  singing 
lessons,  and  you  reflect  on  the  power  of  love.  As  you  cross 
in  front  of  the  Library,  you  hear  a typewriter.  It  is 
already  long  pa.st  twelve,  and  you  realize  that  the  man  who 
made  College  Park  .still  is  working  for  it.  You  wonder 
just  how  many  know  what  a job  it  is.  Suddenly  the  lights 
on  the  campus  fade  out.  AYu  are  alone  with  the  man  in 
the  Library,  and  you  know  somehow  you  are  safe.  AYu 
head  for  a cup  of  coffee,  and  stub  your  toe  on  an  empty 
milk  bottle  in  the  cinders.  Over  the  coffee  cup,  you 
notice  that  Ike  Rabbit  still  is  dating  Estelle  Reniley, 
Freddie  Breuckner  is  in  sad  shape  for  a collar  ad,  and  that 
the  last  of  the  Claflin  clan  is  far  from  the  least.  Kitty 
Wells  calls  you  over  and  invites  you  to  a dance  at  Ger- 
neaux.  Aon  would  like  to  go,  but  you  remember  that 
being  a gentleman  only  entitles  you  to  like  blondes.  A’ou 
start  uj)  the  Hill  and  begin  thinking  about  what  to  put  on 
a page.  Aon  decide  you've  written  and  undergrads  have 


'"Well,  mij  good  ttian,  and  hoir'.s'  the  banana  hnsine.s.’iy" 
"Fine.  Ilowza  hell?" 

read  {piite  enough  already  about  who  kissed  whom  last 
night,  and  why.  A"ou  sit  down  in  a swivel  chair  in  front 
of  a typewriter,  and  swing  your.self  around  .several  times, 
crushing  knees  smartly  against  the  side  of  the  desk.  A’ou 
repeat  until  perfect.  Aou  lean  back  in  the  chair  until 
equilibrium  is  reached  between  hind  and  front  quarters, 
then  jerk  spine  swiftly  floorwi.se,  clicking  skull  sharply  on 
cement.  This,  you  decide,  has  column-writing  beat  a mile. 
A on  ])ick  up  one  of  last  year’s  issues  and  read  that  Helen 
Wollman  used  to  run  around  with  a fellow  named  Willie 
Pugh,  that  Trixie  Phillips  u.sed  to  .see  quite  a Iht  of  Howard 
Kinnamon,  and  that  Dick  Babcock  once  dated  Mary 
Keller.  A"ou  put  it  aside  and  decide  to  write  something 
serious  ....  jioetry. 

Ode  to  Zale.sak 
$10 

A'ou  turn  over  in  your  mind  the  thought  of  Brockman 
and  Crisp  becoming  estranged,  and  you  realize  that  if 
freshman  coeds  didn't  have  to  be  in  by  ten-fifteen,  things 
like  that  wouldn’t  even  last  a month.  Aon  jot  down  a 

{Please  turn  to  Page  Eighteen) 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


"lie  says 


there  ain't  no  protoplasm  in  his  cell." 


A s])otless  name 
Has  Alary  Clark 
She  always  murmers 
“Let’s  not  park.” 


I crept  upstairs,  my  shoes  in  hand, 
Jii.st  as  the  night  took  wing — 

And  I saw  my  wife,  four  steps  above, 
Doing  the  same  darned  tiling. 

— Dirge. 

Little  hoy 
Roller  skates. 

Open  .sewer, 

(iolden  Cates. 

— Dirge. 


“Darling,”  he  cried  in  tender  tones, 

“I  never  loved  but  thee!” 

“Then  we  must  part,”  the  maiden  said, 
“No  amateurs  for  me.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 


It’s  bad  enough  when  they  steal 
King  Tilt’s  mummy  from  his  tomb,  but 
when  Dr.  Jaeger  steals  his  jokes,  that’s 
too  mueh. 


Sigma  Nu:  “You’re  always  leaving 
me  without  any  reason.” 

Kappa  Delta:  “I  always  leave 

things  as  I find  them.” 


LIFE’S  HARDEST  STRUGGLE 

A man  full  of  beer,  limburger  cheese 
and  onions  trying  to  hold  his  breath. 

— Log. 


A little  green  chemist 
On  a summer  day 
Some  chemicals  mixed 
In  a green  little  way. 

And  now  the  green  gras.ses 
Tenderly  wave 
O’er  the  chemist’s 
Green  little  grave. 

— Log. 
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STENOG’S  VACATION 

She  dives,  she  swims,  she  rides  a horse. 
She  socks  a golf  ball  around  the  course. 
She  plays  a wicked  tennis  game. 

She  dances  till  she’s  nearly  lame; 

And  just  when  a romance  is  ripe — 
The  poor  kid  must  revert  to  type. — 

— Buffalo  Courier  Express. 


“Did  you  know  that  I have  taken 
up,  story-writing  as  a career?’’ 

“No.  Sold  anything  yet?” 

“Yes;  my  watch,  my  saxophone,  and 
my  overcoat.” 


Employer  (To  applicant):  “Can 

you  write  shorthand?” 

Applicant:  “Yes  sir — but  it  takes 

me  longer.” 

— Boston  Transcript. 


He:  “When  I get  married  I shall 

lead  a handsome  girl  and  a good  cook 
to  the  altar.” 

She:  “Heavens!  That  would  be 

bigamy!” 

—Grit. 


Twenty:  “Give  me  a man  that’s 

good,  kind,  and  true.” 

Thirty:  “Give  me  a man.” 

— Oklahoma  Aggievator. 


ONE  OE  THE  IE’S  IN  HISTORY 

Suppo.se  Mahatma  Gandhi  had  been 
walking  with  Queen  Elizabeth  when 
she  api)roached  the  mud  puddle  in.stead 
of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

— Green  Gander. 


A well  known  actor  was  appearing  in 
a play  in  which  a thunder-storm  played 
an  important  part.  One  night  in  the 
middle  of  a speech  he  was  interrupted 
by  a terrific  peal. 

The  annoyed  actor  looked  up  into 
the  flies  and  .said,  “That  came  in  the 
wrong  place.” 

The  angry  stage  hand  replied,  “Oh 
did  it?  Well,  it  came  from  ‘eaven.” 

— Illustrated  News. 


Wi.se  Guy  (Roarding  a .street  car): 
“Well  is  the  ark  full?” 

(’onductor:  “Nope,  we  need  one 

more  jackass.  Come  on  in.” 

—Log. 


“Where  you  been?” 

“M  aeon,  Georgia.” 

“Did  you? ” 

— Hhowme. 

“I’d  like  to  .see  the  pigeons.” 
“Homing,  carrier,  or  stool?” 

— Showme. 


She:  “Why  do  they  call  this  ‘The 
Old  Ox  Road’.” 

He:  “Because  it’s  such  a bum 

steer.” 

— Dirge. 


Father:  “I  wonder  why  baby  likes 
to  play  with  the  ice  tongs  so  well?” 

Mother:  “Inheritance,  I guess.” 

— Exchange. 
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THE  O L D LINE 


A VEST  PlIVKET  ESSAY  OY  POL’TICIAAS 


“You  horny  handed  sons  o’  toil  are  the  salt  o'  the  earth. 
Yer  lovely  wives  an’  beautiful  daughters  are  the  faire.st 
flowers  o’  the  land.  If  you  ’lect  me  to  office,  I will  pertect 
yer  homes  an’  the  fruit  o’  yer  labors  ’gain.st  the  Intere.sts 
an’  the  predatory  Powers  that  seek  to  devour  you.  As 
long  as  breath  remains  in  my  body  an’  red  l)lood  courses 
through  my  veins,  I will  uphold  the  Con.stitution  an'  honor 
the  noble  emblem  floatin’  on  the  .soft  breezes  from  yon 
flag  pole.” 

“That,”  said  Uncle  Eb,  “is  the  matin’  call  of  a pol’- 
tician  to  the  body  j>ortic.  In  some  countries  they  git  to 
hold  office  by  battles  an’  bullets,  an’  in  others,  by  bull  an’ 
ballots,  but  the  results  are  all  the  .same,  an’  it  takes  a good 
strong  man  to  be  a portician.  He’s  got  to  let  character 
cannibals  gnaw  on  the  sinews  o’  his  reijutation  an’  grin 
an'  bear  it.  Folks  put  a cross  before  his  name  to  ’lect  him, 
an’  a double  cross  on  his  record  if  he  don’t  git  their  bills 
passed.  He’s  a paragon  o’  virtue,  lauded  an’  honored  by 
election  one  year,  an’  the  next,  he’s  blamed  fer  the  mer- 


chant’s tax,  income  tax,  property  tax,  auto  tax,  gas  tax, 
.school  tax,  and  syntax.  He’s  expected  to  contribute 
liberally  to  the  Women’s  Relief,  Children’s  Home,  Police- 
men’s Benefits,  Hospitals  and  institutions,  includin’  Gold 
Diggers’  Homes.” 

“The  poor  feller  is  suspected,  expected,  in.spected,  dis- 
respected, examined,  informed,  recpiired,  commanded,  and 
compelled,  ’til  he  gets  goin’  ’round  like  a windmill.  If  he 
tells  you  the  truth  to  yer  face,  he’s  disagreeable;  if  he  says 
it  behind  yer  back  he’s  deceitful;  if  he  says  nothin’ — but 
o’  course  he  never  does — some  dern  fool  will  ask  him 
(piestions.  It  makes  him  provoked  to  have  opponents 
correct  him,  but  fightin’  mad  to  find  out  that  they’re 
right.  The  only  reason  he’s  ever  glad  to  see  the  opposition 
win,  is  to  see  what  a helluva  mess  they’ll  make  o’  it.” 

“You  know,  accordin’  to  the  dictionary  pol’tics  is  the 
science  o’  gover’ment.  So,  a pol’tician  must  be  a scientis’ 
— a practical  scientis’,  I s’pose.” 
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Found  on  a Freslnnan’s  registration  card: 

Name  of  parents:  “Mama  and  Paj)a.” 

— The  Red  and  Uliite. 


“I  knoeked  my  matli  final  cold  last  June.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah — below  zero.” 

— (Cambridge  Review. 


“Aren't  yon  afraid  that  you’ll  eateh  eold?” 

“No,  ma’am,  selling  paj)ers  keeps  np  the  cirenlation.” 


Chaplain  (to  prisoner  in  eleetric  ehair):  “Can  I do 

anything  for  yon?” 

Prisoner:  “A'es,  hold  my  hand.” 


’34:  “Have  you  a nice  opening  for  a college  grad?” 

Business  Man:  “Yes,  and  please  don’t  slam  it  on  the 
way  out.” 

— Cambridge  Review. 


“yawsuh,  boss,  I ain't  superstishus,  bid  dat  niggah’s  got 
a boss  shoe  in  his  glove!” 


"Hello!  Long  Di.stance?  Get  me  Dorothg  I)i,r!” 


Even  his  best  friends  wouldn’t  tell  him,  and  .so  he  flunked 
the  exam. 


DEFINITIONS 

Sicily:  “To  do  things  in  a girlish  manner.” 

Pepper:  “What  this  magazine  is  printed  on.” 

Guess:  A lighter-than-air  material  n.sed  to  fill  balloons.” 
Graph:  “A  long-necked  animal.” 

Grudge:  “A  place  to  keep  your  ear.” 

Propaganda:  “A  sort  of  dignified  goo.se.” 

Oxygen:  “An  eight-.sided  figure.” 

Auditor:  “The  guy  that  says  whether  this  will  be 

printed  or  not.” 

— Cambridge  Review. 


A child  of  any  American  pair 
Should  show  regard  to  their  gray  hair. 
And  shoidd  in  manner  kind  and  meek 
Let’em  use  the  car  one  night  a week. 


When  asked  by  a close  friend  what  she  did  when  she 
found  out  that  her  husband  was  leading  a double  life,  a 
member  of  an  afternoon  bridge  club  calmly  replied:  “Oh, 
I redoubled.” 
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HOW  TO  PARK  YOUR  CAR 

By  Walker  Back 

The  Superintendent  of  Buildings  and  Grounds  declares  that  the  men  of  the 
campus  do  not  know  hou'  to  park  properly.  What  is  even  more  distressing, 
the  coeds  have  borne  him  out  on  this  fact.  If  you  become  confused  and 
agitated  when  trying  to  park  your  car,  read  Prof.  Walker  Back's 
gripping  treatise  on  this  intimate  and  pre.ssing  subject. 


WITHIN  the  past  few  years,  tlie 
parking  problem  in  and  around 
College  Park  steadily  has  become  more 
and  more  acute.  And  to  make  matters 
worse,  the  old  art  of  squeezing  in  a 
tight  i)lace  has  been  all  but  lost  by  the 
younger  generation.  Where,  might  I 
ask,  will  the  ne.rt  generation  be  if  this 
situation  is  not  quickly  remedied? 

Perhaps  you  always  have  been  satis- 
fied to  cruise  along,  mile  after  mile, 
with  one  hand  re.sting  idly  on  the 
wheel,  and  the  other  ....  scratching 
your  head,  burning  gas  all  the  while, 
and  never  realizing  the  economy  and 
convenience  of  parking  your  car.  But 
it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  this 
o])eration  requires  skill  and  techniciue, 
a fact  which  often  di.scourages  the 
novice. 

The  first  problem  is  to  find  a suitable 
and  convenient  location,  and  one  which 


“.Vo  man's  land"  at  the  rear  of  Margaret 
Brent  Hall  at  the  height  of  the  rush  hour. 
The  author,  parked  with  lowered  cur- 
tains, is  here  seen  in  the  lower  left-hand 
corner,  dominating  the  entire  situation. 
The  bumpers  and  fenders  strewn  about 
on  the  ground  git'c  mute  evidence  as  to 
how  the  opposition  was  vanquished 
two  hours  before. 


This  is  a photograph  of  the  Stadium 
,s-hortly  after  2 a.m.,  disclosing  Walker 
and  his  teammate  holding  undisputed 
sway  over  the  entire  area.  This  clever 
coup  was  executed  by  running  full  tilt 
through  a section  of  the  fencing,  and  this 
sector  was  held  alone  for  three  hours 
before  any  competitors  got  wise. 


is  not  too  far  removed.  Women, 
especially,  dislike  having  to  walk  long 
distances  from  parked  cars,  so  it  may 
be  .seen  that  proximity  is  a prime 
object.  Several  unusual  action  shots 
of  the  more  choice  spots  for  j)arking  in 
this  vicinity,  and  who.se  selection  is 
based  on  my  long  years  of  experience 
as  a College  Parker,  are  pictured  on 
this  page.  I hope  that  you  will  find 
the.se  places  as  sati,sfactory  as  I have. 
The  captions  under  the  views  give  all 
the  explanation  neces.sary. 

Having  once  found  a parking  place 
which  is  to  your  liking,  the  rest  is  com- 
paratively simple.  .\s  each  driver 
already  has  developed  his  or  her  own 
techni(|ue  for  this  .stage  of  the  game, 
which  may  even  be  superior  to  my 
own,  it  would  be  u.seless  for  me  to  dwell 
at  any  length  on  the  problem  of 
mu.scling  in  “on  location.” 


However,  I will  jot  down  just  a few 
little  pointers  which  may  aid  you  in 
gaining  smoothness  and  efficiency.  I 
always  have  found  it  advantageous  to 
leave  the  key  in  the  switch  when 
parking  in  a restricted  area,  so  that  the 
car  may  be  moved  immediately  at  the 
sight  of  an  officer.  Tickets  for  over- 
time, or  improper  parking  are  such  a 
nuisance!  ....  not  to  mention  the 


Southwest  corner  of  the  men's  parking 
lot,  at  midnight,  showing  Mr.  Back  and 
his  partner  sitting  triumphantly  in  their 
chariot  after  a brief  .skirmish  in  tvhich 
they  out-lasted  six  other  cars.  The 
author's  brilliant  headlight  play  was 
especially  notable  and  well-executed. 


embarrassment  of  getting  one  while  a 
curious  crowd  looks  on. 

If  you  dislike  j)arking  before  an 
audience  (and  who  doesn't?)  you  may 
find  two  of  my  dodges  very  useful.  I 
either  ]>ull  down  the  shade  on  the  rear 
window,  or  if  parking  at  night,  I back 
into  the  space  with  my  headlights  on. 
The  glare  of  the  headlights  prevents 
anyone  from  ob.serving  any  faults  in 
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iny  procedure,  or  my  confusion  at 
their  scrutiny. 

When  parking  for  a short  time  in  a 
prohibited  area,  always  leave  your 
motor  running.  The  cops  will  either 
think  that  you  have  just  gotten  there, 
or  are  just  leaving,  but  in  any  event, 
a quicker  get  away  is  afforded. 

Should  you  have  any  further  prob- 
lems which  have  not  been  treated 
herein,  simply  write  me  in  care  of  The 
Old  Line.  But  don’t  forget  to  enclose 
in  your  letter  one  of  Uncle  Sam’s  little 
green  coupons,  or  a reasonably  exact 
facsimile  of  one. 


“You  say  that  I’m  the  first  model 
you  ever  kissed?” 

les. 

“And  how  many  models  have  you 
had  before  me?” 

“Four.  An  apple,  two  oranges,  and 
a vase  of  flowers.” 

— College  Life. 


Nervous  Suitor:  “Sir,  er — that  is, 

I mean  I’ve  been  going  with  your 
daughter  for  five  years ” 

Father:  “Well,  waddye  want — a 

pension?” 

— Chicago  Tribune. 


Mrs.  Delight:  “I’ve  heard  a great 

deal  about  you.” 

Politician : “ Possibly,  but  you  can’t 
prove  it.” 

— Ottawa  Citizen. 


Mabel:  “Doesn’t  that  Scottish  boy 
ever  take  you  to  the  cinema,  now?” 

Phyllis:  (Bitterly)  “No,  I think  he 
must  have  found  a girl  who  can  see 
pictures  in  the  fire.” 

— Boston  Evening  Transcript. 


“Listen  to  this,  Bessie,”  .sai<  1 Mr. 
Tubbs.  “This  article  .states  that  in 
.some  of  the  old  Roman  [jri.sons  that 
have  been  unearthed  they  found  the 
petrified  remains  of  the  prisoners.” 
“Gracious!”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tubb. 
“Tho.se  must  be  what  they  call 
hardened  criminals,  I expect.  ” 

— Humorist. 


Teacher  was  giving  a lesson  on 
weather  idiosyncrasies  of  March. 
“What  is  it,”  she  asked,  “that  comes 
in  like  a lion  and  goes  out  like  a 
lamb?” 

And  little  Julia  in  the  back  row 
replied:  “Father.” 

— Humorist. 


“Sorry,  madam,  but  we  have  learned 
that  the  station  where  you  intend  to 
get  off  has  been  burned  to  the  ground.” 
Lady:  “That’s  all  right;  they’ll 

probably  have  it  rebuilt  by  the  time 
this  train  gets  there.” 

—Grit. 


Magistrate:  “The  Policeman  said 

that  you  and  your  wife  had  some 
words.” 

Accused:  “I  had  some,  sir,  but  I 

didn’t  get  a chance  to  use  them.” 

— Sew  York  Journal. 


boy?” 

He:  “Why?” 

She:  “Both  behave  better  when 


paddled.” 


“And  when  Mrs.  Gibbins  sez  you 
was  no  lidy,  vot  did  yer  say?” 

“I  sez,  ‘Two  negatives  means  an 
infirmary,  and  I knocks  her  down.  She 
is  now  is  the  ’orspital.” 

— London  Standard. 


“Dad,  what  is  an  actor?” 

“An  actor?  My  son,  an  actor  is  a 
man  who  can  walk  to  the  side  of  the 
stage,  peer  into  the  wings  with  thea- 
trical props,  dirt  and  dust,  other 
actors,  stage  hands,  old  clothes,  and 
other  clap  trap  and  say,  ‘What  a 
lovely  view  there  is  from  this  window’ !” 


Hunter:  “Once  while  I was  having 
a meal  in  the  jungle  a lion  came  .so  close 
to  me  that  I could  feel  his  breath  on  the 
back  of  my  neck.  What  did  I do?” 

Bored  Listener:  “Turned  your 

collar  up.” 


— Sydney  Bulletin. 
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By  George  Fogg 


That  sometliing  is  changing  in  the  world  is  everywhere 
evident — Maine  has  deserted  the  elephant  for  the 
donkey — a year  of  peace  has  cost  onr  government  more 
than  a year  of  war — but  even  more  startling  to  these  whose 
eyes  are  focussed  on  such  things  is  the  fact  that  the  book 
publishers  themselves  admit  that  the  summer  has  not  seen 
the  publication  of  a single  outstanding  book.  One  or  two 
distinctive  books  we  will  mention,  but  the  summer  presses 
have  turned  into  waiting  freight  cars  no  new  Anthony 
Adverses;  Sinclair  Lewis  is  apparently  busy  helping  his 
wife  write  about  Hitler;  in  fact,  there  is  not  even  a new 
Tarzan  book.  The  movies  have  even  turned  from  current 
fiction  to  the  classics,  incidentally  saving  royalties. 

Bookstores  became  so  sedate  that  for  one  week  the  best 
seller  in  these  United  States  was  an  economics  book  called 
The  Decline  of  American  Capitalism,  a .sort  of  economic 
Oswald  Spengler,  cynically  suggesting  that  America  was 
about  to  enter  what  right  wing  political  economists 
feelingly  describe  as  another  ice  age. 

Distinctive  is  the  best  single  word  description  of  Black 
Monastery,  the  story  of  a war  time  political  prisoner  in 
France.  The  author,  Aladar  Kuncz,  has  died  since 
writing  his  book.  He  was  a Hungarian  who  had  the  bad 
luck  to  be  in  France  when  the  war  began,  and  to  be  unable 
to  get  out  fast  enough.  Together  with  some  hundreds  of 
his  countrymen  he  was  locked  up  in  a garage  somewhere  in 
France,  and  then  moved  to  Xoirmoutier,  a sort  of  modern 
Chateau  dTf,  where  he  was  imprisoned  in  an  ancient 
monastery. 

With  astonishing  plainness  and  matter-of-factness  he 
tells  the  story  of  what  haj)])ened  to  some  hundreds  of  men 
eoojjed  up  on  a small  i.sland  for  nearly  five  years.  It  is 
psychological  only  in  that  it  reports  cases  of  .strange 
actions  which  years  of  re.stricted  company  force  one  into. 
One  man  made  a business  of  carving  figurines  of  his 
mistress  and  selling  them;  another  went  crazy  and  claimed 
to  be  (iod. 

The  pri.soners,  of  course,  are  not  criminals,  but  men  of 


every  variety  of  occupation.  The  author  was  a sehool 
teacher.  Some  of  his  companions  were  lawyers;  some  were 
farm  laborers;  and  some  were  of  unclassifiable  positions  in 
society.  They  had  one  thing  in  common.  They  all  wanted 
to  get  out.  A chance  to  accomplish  this  seemed  almost 
within  their  grasp  when  they  had  been  moved  from  the 
monastery  to  another  spot  called  He  d'Yeu.  Here  they 
di.scovered  an  underground  passage  which  led  them  to  the 
shore  where  they  expected  to  be  able  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  the  use  of  a small  ship  to  take  them  to  Spain. 
When  they  got  there  they  discovered  that  there  were 
neither  sails  nor  oars,  nor  very  much  of  solid  substance  to 
the  boat,  so  they  performed  probably  the  only  reversible 
jail  delivery  in  history  and  returned  to  their  cells  without 
their  guards  discovering  their  absence. 

Another  refreshing  quality  of  this  book  is  that  it  contains 
no  “indictment”  of  anything;  teaches  no  lesson;  points  no 
moral,  excejjt  possibly  the  advisability  of  staying  out  of 
foreign  countries  when  war  threatens.  The  author  has  no 
particular  hatred  of  the  French,  but  he  frankly  states  that 
some  French  prison  guards  are  no  great  credit  to  their 
nation. 

The  book  will  remain  long  in  the  reader’s  memory 
because  it  is  an  aetual  record  of  circumstances  seldom  met 
with  in  literature  and  describes  actions  and  thoughts  of 
men  seldom  before  written  so  plainly. 

The  current  best  seller  is  a religio-niystic  novel  called 
Lamb  of  his  Bosom  by  Caroline  Miller,  the  1934  Pnlitzer 
prize  novel.  This  is  of  the  type  usually  referred  to  by 
feminine  readers  as  “sweet.” 

S.  S.  Van  Dine  has  made  his  annual  eontribution  in  the 
form  of  The  Casino  Murder  Case,  which  ran  serially  in  a 
popnlar  magazine. 

The  newly  announced  Galsworthy  opus  is  apparently 
merely  a gift  edition,  as  I believe  the  three  Cherrell  novels 
included  have  been  previously  published  under  their 
.separate  titles.  Maid  in  Waiting,  Floirering  Wilderness  and 
Over  the  River. 
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Jlo  me  a ciga- 
rette  is  the  best  smoke. 
It’s  a short  smoke . . . 
and  then  again  it’s 
milder. 

”I  notice  that  you 
smoke  Chesterfields 
also.  I like  them  very 
much.” 


T 

1 HAD  A BERTH  in  the  ninth 
sleeper.  It  was  a heavy  train  and  a cold 
nif^ht  — snowinff  — and  I thought  about 
the  man  with  his  hand  on  the  throttle. 


I admire  and  respect  those  men.” 


I 


© 1934,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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THE  SCIENCE  LINE 

Featuring  this  month  Prof.  S.  S.  Steinheer's  lately  patented  and  marketed 
invention,  “The  Automatic  Antidoze,”  by  means  of  which  the  student  is 
enabled  to  inhibit  his  somnolence  while  attempting  to  study. 

By  Professor  Sudson  Slurp  Steinbeer,  D.T. 
of  The  University's  Engineering  Department 


ACC’ORDING  to  statistics  com- 
j)iled  by  the  Psychology  Depart- 
ment, at  least  50  per  cent  of  all  college 
students  habitually  doze — or  even 
sleep  outright — after  sitting  down  to 
study  at  night.  Other  members  of  the 
facidty  athrm  that  the  other  50  per 
cent  sleep  without  bothering  to  sit 
down  and  study. 

If  you  come  under  either  one  of  these 
categories,  you  will  find  the  “Auto- 
matic Antidoze” — an  invention  which 
has  a.stounded  the  engineering  w'orld — 


an  invaluable  aid  in  maintaining  a 
mental  alertness  and  freshness  while 
studying.  A description  of  the  device, 
and  full  directions  for  use  are  given 
herewith. 

A mere  glance  at  the  illustration  will 
suffice  to  show  that  the  apparatus 
operates  in  the  following  manner: 

Let  us  say  that  the  student  (A)  is 
overcome  by  the  wiles  of  Morpheus 
while  scanning  his  books.  He  falls 
back  upon  the  back  of  the  chair  {B), 
which  is  hinged,  and  which  depresses 


the  spring  {€),  pulling  cord  (/)).  This 
opens  the  door  {E),  releasing  our  little 
feathered  friend,  the  whiffle  bird  (F). 

The  libidinous  whiffle  bird,  on  gain- 
ing his  freedom,  decides  to  flutter  over- 
for  a date  with  the  owl  (/),  but  is 
intercepted  in  mid-air  by  the  net  (G). 
The  impact  causes  the  net  to  pull  on 
the  light  (//).  Now  as  anyone  knows, 
the  owl  is  a bird  of  nocturnal  habits. 


Continued  on  page  19 


^'THE  FLAVOR  OF  EDGEWORTH 
IS  THE  REASON  I SMOKE  A PIPE.,. 
IT’S  THE  ONLY  MILD  PIPE  TOBACCO 
I KNOW  WITH  THE  RICH  TOBACCO 
FLAVOR  I LIKE^^ 


MORE  SMOKING  HOURS  PER  TIN 

Edgeworth  Smoking  Tobacco  is  made  and  guaran- 
teed by  Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.,  and  is 
sold  in  all  sizes  from  the  15  cent  pocket  package  to 
the  pound  humidor  tin.  Several  sizes  are  put  up 
in  vacuum  packed  tins  in  which  factory  flavor  and 
freshness  are  retained  in  any  climate. 


Eighteen 
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AROUND  THE  HILL 

Continued  from  page  7 

memorandum  of  Johnny  Bourke,  telling  him  it  would  be 
well  if  the  president  of  the  Kossbourg  Club  weren’t 
observed  frequenting  Washington’s  high  school  hangout. 
No,  John,  not  even  with  as  good  a dancer  as  Betty  Weaver. 
It  is  now  4. ,'58  .\.m.,  and  you  lie  down  on  the  long  office 
table,  knowing  that  the  pressure  on  the  hip-bone,  resulting 
from  contact  with  the  hard  mahogany  surface,  will  waken 
you  in  time  to  write  a page  before  S.'^O.  It  does,  and 
,'5.18  finds  you  yawning  in  front  of  a tyj)ewriter,  feeling  like 
Hector  after  the  third  trij)  around  the  walls  of  Troy. 
This  healthy  ,self-ins])iration,  you  feel,  is  just  what  you’ve 
been  lacking  thus  far. 

You  shut  one  eye,  the  better  to  think  ....  and  Brooks 
wakes  you  uj)  at  about  7.2.5,  sweeping  du.st  in  your  face. 
You  drift  thru’  clas.ses,  feeling  dirty  and  tired,  drink  five 
cokes  and  eat  a bag  of  peanuts,  and  it  is  8 p.m.  Eight 
fraternities  are  throwing  dances  that  night,  and  you  go  the 
rounds,  with  Venemann  as  your  ticket  of  admission.  You 
see  the  first  (piiet  Delta  Sig  dance  in  years.  Sigma  Nu  is 
still  collegiate.  Helen  Klingsohr  is  at  the  h.  T 0 house 
with  Stew  McCaw.  Tea  is  still  the  popular  beverage  with 
the  Phi  Delts.  Eddie  Ronkin  is  back  at  T E P.  The  Phi 
Sig  are  good  hosts.  Somehow  you  are  afraid  to  go  into  the 
Sigma  Phi  Sigma  House.  You  go  back  up  to  the  office, 
with  jazz  and  shuffle-shuffie  ringing  in  your  ears,  and 
decide  that  Joel  Hutton  is  the  swelle.st  fella  on  the  Hill 
this  year,  and  Carmel  DeMarco  the  corresponding  female. 
In  front  of  the  typewriter  once  again,  you  feel  it  high  time 
to  start  on  that  page.  You  swing  into  a few  opening  bars 
of  “Now  is  the  time  for  all  good  men  ....’’  etc.,  and  begin 
to  write  ....  “Erom  the  windows  of  Margaret  Brent  . . . .” 


“A  hi.storical  novel  is  like  a bustle,  for  it  is  a fictitious 
tale  based  on  .stern  reality.” 

— J.wiEs  Rowland  Angell, 
President  of  Yale. 


“We  .sometimes  get  the  truth  even  in  an  affidavit.” 

— (’iiAKLEs  Evans  Hughes, 
Chief  Justice. 


“Everybody  is  ignorant,  only  in  different  subjects.” 

— Will  Rogers. 


A bathing  suit  is  a garment  with  no  hooks  but  {denty 
of  eyes  on  it. 


The  dimmest  lights  have  the  mo.st  .scandal  power. 


“IIow  teas  I to  kmoic  he  was  an  o.'tteopath?" 


To  be  the  picture  of  health  keep  in  a good  frame  of  mind. 


INC()NSISTEN(’Y 

The  horse  and  cow  live  thirty  years — 
They  never  touch  light  wines  and  beers; 
Sheep  and  goats  are  dead  at  twenty — 
They  drink  no  liquor — water  plenty;. 

At  ten  the  cat  has  lo.st  nine  lives — 

On  milk  and  water  no  man  thrives. 

At  five  the  birds  are  mostly  dead — 
They  look  not  on  wine  that’s  red; 

Bugs  few  days  remain  on  earth — 

They  do  not  know  the  cocktail’s  worth; 
But  lots  of  wicked,  rum-soaked  men 
Live  on  for  three-score  years  and  ten. 
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\i  net  ecu 


and  accordingly,  prefers  darkness.  So 
when  tlie  room  is  flooded  with  light, 
she  flaps  her  winds  in  dismay  and 
disgust,  giving  ri.se  to  sporadic  zephyrs 
which  impart  to  the  fan  (,/)  a recipro- 
cating motion.  This  motion  is  trans- 
mitted to  the  saw  (A'),  which  cuts  off 
a chunk  of  wood  (A),  the  latter  drop- 
ping upon  a catapult  (M). 

The  gravitational  effect  of  the  chunk 


(\)ntinued  from  pa(jc  1(> 

of  wood  upon  the  catai)iilt  hurls  a 
cannon  hall  (,V)  into  the  can  ((f), 
causing  it  to  drop.  The  can  is  attached 
to  a lever  which  i)ulls  upon  a cord  (A), 
turning  on  the  shower  (f^),  and 
drenching  said  student. 

The  “Automatic  Antidoze”  may  he 
had  in  four  different  color  comhina- 
tions,  and  with  chromium  fittings. 
The  ])rice  is  $100  f.o.h.  ('f)llege  Park. 


If  one  dislikes  being  awakened  sud- 
denly, the  shower  may  he  had  in  warm 
water  instead  of  cold,  or  even  in  nitric 
acid  for  tho.se  difficult  to  arouse. 

.\t  slight  additional  cost,  a “I)e 
Luxe  Automatic  .Vntidoze”  is  obtain- 
able with  i)edigreed  owl  and  whilflle 
bird,  and  includes  as  extra  e(pii|)inent 
a rain  coat  and  umbrella  for  students 
who  really  want  to  sleej)  anyhow. 


The  news  concerning  the  California  woman  who  says  she 
took  two  drinks  and  awoke  to  find  herself  a bride,  sounds 
to  us  like  propaganda  j)ut  out  by  the  liquor  interests. 


An  eastern  bachelor  sure  knew  when  he  was  well  off.  lie 
willed  all  his  property  to  the  three  women  who  had  re- 
jected his  proposals,  with  the  words,  “To  them  I owe  all 
my  earthly  happiness.” 


A press  dispateh  tells  of  a Texas  farm  girl  winning  a big 
prize  at  a live  stoek  exposition  “with  one  calf.” 


“May  I see  the  cajdain?”  inquired  a lady  pas.senger. 
“He’s  forward,  mi.ss,”  replied  the  first  mate. 

“Oh,  I’m  not  afraid,”  said  the  lady;  “I’ve  been  out 
with  eollege  students.” 


Wife:  “Dear,  I’ve  .set  my  heart  on  a Rolls  Royee.” 
Hnbby:  “Well,  that’s  the  only  part  of  your  anatomy 

that’ll  ever  .set  on  one!” 


An  Eastern  Shore  farmer  addressed  a druggist  as  follows: 
“N^ow,  be  sure  an’  write  on  them  bottles  which  is  for  the 
Jersey  cow  an’  which  is  for  my  wife.  I don’t  want  nothin’ 
to  happen  to  that  Jersey  cow.” 


“One  thing  in  your  favor,”  a coed  told  her  homely  boy 
friend,  “if  you  ever  decide  to  enter  into  a life  of  crime,  yon 
will  never  be  known  as  ‘baby  face’.” 


The  modern  girl  adores  spinning  wheels,  but  she  wants 
four  of  them  and  a sj)are. 

©>55^0 

ELEC'TR ICALLY  SPEA KING 

If  she  wants  a date — Meter. 

If  she  comes  to  call — Receiver. 

If  she  wants  an  escort — Conductor. 

If  she’s  slow  of  comprehension — Accelerator. 

If  she  picks  your  pocket.s — Detector. 

If  she  goes  u]>  in  the  air — Conden.ser. 

If  she’s  hungry — Feeder. 

If  she’s  a poor  cook — Discharger. 

If  she  eats  too  much — Reducer. 

If  her  hands  are  cold — Heater. 

If  .she  wants  a holiday — Transmitter. 

If  she  talks  too  much — Interrupter. 

If  she’s  narrow  in  her  views — Amj)lifier. 


T wetity 
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“But  dear,"  gushed  the  flapper,  “is  it  fair  to  go  to  tlie 
pictures  with  a boy  you  dislike?" 

“Well,  it’s  like  this,”  replied  her  friend,  “I  enjoy  the 
picture  and  he  enjoys  iny  company.” 


A merchant  extended  some  credit  to  a German  not  fully 
versed  in  the  English  language.  The  (iernian  sent  money 
in  part  payment,  accoinjianied  by  the  following  note: 
“Please  tell  me  how  I .stand  in  the  rear.” 


They  were  seated  aero.ss  the  table  from  each  other  in  the 
cafe,  the  wealthy  octogenarian  and  the  gold  digger. 

“Will  you  marry  me  if  I have  my  health  rejuvenated?” 
he  asked. 

“I’ll  marry  you  all  right,”  .she  rej)lied,  “but  you  leave 
your  health  alone.” 


“(’onductor,  will  you  help  me  off?”  exclaimed  a rather 
large  lady  as  a train  ])ulled  in. 

“Surely,  lady,”  answered  the  conductor. 

“You  see,  I am  stout,”  she  explained,  “I  have  to  get  off 
backwards.  The  porter  always  thinks  I’m  getting  on, 
gives  me  a jjush,  and  I’m  five  towns  pa.st  my  de.stination 
now.” 

“Does  she  i)aint?” 

“No.” 

“Powder?” 

“ No.” 

“Smoke  or  Drink?” 

“No.” 

“Give  me  her  name.  My  brother  is  studying  for  the 
ministry.” 


“ W^otider  if  Secretary  IVallaec  ’//  want  me  to  cut  down  on  the  coconut  crop  this  year?" 


^ ANCIENT  PHILOSOPHY 

^ ? (^SOCRATE5’  MORALITY,  WMILE 
• Sv  ADVANCED  FOR  M15  CRUDE 
AND  BARBAROUS  TIMES 
;^A5 
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MQDERN  PHILQ50PMY 

C ANVBODV  CAN  BE  A 
PHILOSOPMER  ~ \AJITH 
A PIPE  LOAD  or 
MILD,  (V\ELLOW  . 

PRINCE  ALBERT' 


Copyrlebt,  1934,  B.  J.  Beniolds  Tobacco  Compao; 


AFTER  EVERY  CLASS 


IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 


Prince  albert  earned  its  title,  "The  National  Joy  Smoke”  by 
being  a blend  of  the  choicest,  top -quality  tobaccos — tobaccos  from 
which  all  the  "bite”  is  removed  by  a special  process.  That’s  why  Prince 
Albert  is  such  a cool,  mild,  and  mellow  smoke.  Try  it!  One  pipe  load 
of  Prince  Albert  will  open  up  new  vistas  of  pipe  pleasure  for  you! 

hiNCE  Albert 


T went  y -two 
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‘Have  you  children  had  your  Pepsy  Krunchies  today?  Well  I'm  damned  if  Uncle  Herman  has!” 


EASILY  ANSWERED 

Sliould  a doubt  e’r  come  between  us 
Ruth  murmured  with  a pout 
So  Jimmie  moved  up  closer 
And  left  no  room  for  doubt. 

SAYING  IT  WITH  SNAP 
He  had  an  expression  of  enameled  self  assurance. 

She  threw  her  notions  at  you  as  if  they  were  bricks. 

To  dance  with  her  was  like  coming  in  with  the  tide. 

He  is  so  low  that  it  would  take  a special  disi)en.sation 
from  Heaven  to  raise  him  to  the  level  of  degradation. 


“Chaperone  your  cigarettes.  They  shouldn't  go  out 
alone.” 

— Warning  on  a National  Forest  Highway. 


The  hardest  time  to  get  the  baby  to  sleep  is  when  she 
is  18. 


Walt  er  Winchellism:  “The  Brown’s  are  infanticipating.” 


He  was  the  .sort  of  disagreeable  old  fellow  who  forever  is 
slapping  the  face  of  the  present  with  the  dead  hand  of  the 
pa.st. 


“Lied”  is  a rough  word;  say  he  fell  from  the  truth  in 
climbing  toward  it. 
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Twcntjf-tliree 


Suitor:  "I  would  like  to  uiarry 

your  daughter.” 

Business  Man:  “Well,  sir,  you  cau 
leave  your  name  and  address,  and  if 
nothing  better  turns  uj),  we  can  notify 
you.” 

— Exchange 


Tramp:  “Could  you  give  a poor 

fellow  a bite.^” 

Housewife:  “I  don’t  bite  myself 

but  I’ll  call  the  dog.” 

— Pearson's. 


Erosh:  “Mo.st  of  the  Senior  big 

shots  are  of  small  caliber.” 

Ditto:  “Yell,  bores.” 


The  codfish  lays  a million  eggs. 
The  barnyard  hen  but  one; 

The  codfish  doesn’t  cackle 
To  show  what  she  has  done. 
We  scorn  the  modest  codfish. 
The  cackling  hen  we  prize. 
Proving  that,  beyond  a doubt. 
It  pays  to  advertise. 


Definition  of  dining-hall  hash:  Sub- 
stance of  things  hojicd  for,  and  evi- 
dence of  things  unseen. 


Lo.st — A lead  jieucil  by  Marjorie 
Comeou,  blonde,  blue  eyes,  good 
dancer.  Finder  please  return  to  Room 
KD,  Margaret  Brent  Hall,  between  the 
hours  of  7 and  9 p.m. 


1 


THE  OLD  LINE 


K.oM  BEFORE  HE 


STAGE-FRIGHT?  No,  sir.  Dirty 
work  in  tlie  dressing  room?  No, 
sir.  Two  or  three  whifFs  of  that  over- 
stale pipe  and  heavyweight  tobacco  did 
what  htty-seven  opponents  couldn  t 
do  . . . floored  him  I 

A good  pipe,  like  a good  athlete, 
should  be  kept  in  good  condition.  A 
few  moments’  daily  exercise  with  a 
pipe  cleaner  and  a steady  diet  of  mild, 
gentle  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Smoking 
Tobacco  will  keep  any  man’s  briar 
right  in  the  very  pink.  We  think  we’ve 
found  a milder  combination  of  fra- 
grant Kentucky  Burleys.  We  think 
we’ve  discovered  a cooler,  slower- 
burning  blend.  A large  and  growing 
army  of  contented  pipe-smokers  think 
so,  too.  Try  one  tin  of  Sir  Walter  and 
see  what  JO//  think  I 


Brown  & W^illlamson  Toliacco  Corporation 
Louisville^  Kentucky.  Dept.  W^-410. 


1 Send  for  this 


It^S  1 5 f'— AND  IT’S  MILDER 


After  years  of  experiment  and  effort 
a Chicago  scientist  has  developed  a 
guinea  pig  with  nineteen  toes.  He  now 
has  time  to  sit  around  and  wonder  why 
he  did  it. 

— Thornaston  Times. 


Percival:  “That  was  the  imkindest 
cut  of  all,  as  the  poet  .says.” 

Penlope:  “What  was?” 

Percival:  “I  showed  her  one  of  my 
boyhood  pictures  with  my  father 
holding  me  on  his  knee  and  she  said, 
“My,  who  is  the  ventriloquist.” 


“Jane”  cried  her  mistress,  reproach- 
fully, “you  informed  me  a little  while 
ago  that  you  were  going  to  have  a 
little  sleep.” 

“Yes,  Madam”  replied  the  maid. 

“Then,”  pursued  her  mistress,  “what 
were  you  doing  at  the  garden  gate 
when  the  soldiers  pas.sed.” 

“Having  forty  winks,”  answered 
the  maid. 


Metaphors  Met  Afore. 


Unconquerable  as  chewing  gum. 


She  was  a professional  athlete  of  the 
tongue. 

His  speeches  left  the  impression  of  an 
army  of  pompous  phrases  moving  over 
the  landscape  in  .search  of  an  idea. 


Her  dress  fitted  her  figure  with 
fidelity  and  discretion. 


He  is  a skilled  window  dres.ser  of  his 
own  importance. 


As  friendly  as  a wet  pup. 


A face  filled  with  broken  com- 
mandments. 


Come  to  the 

College  Park 
Pharmacy 

FOR  ALL  YOUR 
DRUG  STORE  NEEDS 

Expert  Pharmacists 
are  Present  at  all 
Times  to  Compound 
Your  Prescriptions. 

Phone,  Berwyn  141 

W.  B.  SPIRE,  President 

H.  CAWTHORNE,  Manager 


It  isn’t  your  position  that  makes 
you  hai)py  or  unhappy,  it’s  your 
disposition. 


A woman’s  promi.se  to  be  on  time 
carries  a lot  of  wait. 


“Are  you  worried  or  single?” 

— Ed.  Wijnn. 


The  moon  effects  the  tide  and  untied. 


He  is  a gentleman  farmer — the  only 
thing  he  rai.ses  is  his  hat. 


Suggestion  for  the  Diamondback! 
A Florida  newspaper  has  changed  its 
column  headings,  “Births,  Marriages, 
and  Deaths,”  to  “Yells,  Bells,  and 
Knells.” 


The  waiter  who  took  up  life  (juarding 

AS  SCHOOL  CHILDREN  WROTE  IT; 
The  objective  of  “he”  is  “she.” 


The  feminine  of  bachelor  is  lady  in  waiting. 

The  Scarlet  Letter  griped  me  inten.sely. 

The  Bible  is  against  bigamy  when  it  says  no  man  can 
serve  two  masters. 

The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


SUDDEN  DEATH  TO 
SMOKER’S  BREATH 


Two  of  these  ’holesome,  minty  rings  of  fine 
candy  make  a complete  disguise  for  any 
pipe-smoker.  They  take  your  breath  away! 

IF  IT  HASN’T  A HOLE  ...  IT  ISN'T  A LIFE  SAVER 


4oiii  till'  of  tlio  3loiitli** 

IT  nil — Will  a Froi*  Box 
off  IJffo  Savors 

Get  in  on  this  prize  contest  and  let  your  ]>et  “grin 
snatcher”  win  you  more  tlmn  just  a laugh.  Ye  eds  of 
The  Old  Line  want  to  know  who  are  really  the  wits 
of  the  campus  this  year. 

Each  issue  a snappy  cellophaned  bo.x  of  assorted 
LIFE  SAVERS  (eleven  different  flavors,  count  ’em) 
will  be  awarded  for  the  be.st  grin  getter  submitted  by 
a student.  All  pet  jokes  will  lie  judged  by  the 
editors  of  this  i)ublication.  Their  decision  will  be 
regarded  as  final. 

.Vlso  the  right  to  ])ublish  any  joke  is  reserved. 

Don't  waste  that  good  joke  on  your  roommate, 
.send  it  in  and  tickle  your  sweet-tooth  with  your 
funny  bone. 

The  winner  of  this  month’s  contest  will  be  an- 
nounced in  the  next  issue  of  The  Old  Line. 


FROM  LONG  KEY  TO  NOVA  SCOTIA,  the  famous  sportsman  and  writer,  REX  BEACH, 
has  matched  his  skill  and  vitality  against  the  big  game  fish  of  the  Atlantic!  Below  he  tells  how 
he  lights  a Camel  after  fighting  it  out  with  a heavy  fish  — and  soon  "feels  as  good  as  new.  ” 


REX  BEACH  EXPLAINS 

hour  to  get  back  vim  and  energy  when  Played  Out^^ 


"Any  sportsman  who  matches  his 
stamina  against  the  fighting  strength 
of  a big  game  fish,”  says  Rex  Beach, 
"has  to  put  out  a -tremendous 
amount  of  energy  before  he  lands  his 
fish.  When  I’ve  gotten  a big  fellow 
safely  landed  my  next  move  is  to 
light  a Camel,  and  I feel  as  good 
as  new.  A Camel  quickly  gives  me 


a sense  of  well-being  and  renewed 
energy.  As  a steady  smoker,  I have 
also  learned  that  Camels  do  not 
interfere  with  healthy  nerves.” 
Thousands  of  smokers  will  rec- 
ognize from  their  own  experience 
what  Mr.  Beach  means  when  he 
says  that  he  lights  a Camel  when 
tired  and  "feels  as  good  as  new.” 


And  science  adds  confirmation  of 
this  refreshing  "energizing  effect.” 
That’s  why  you  hear  people  say 
so  often:  "Get  a lift  with  a Camel.” 
Camels  aren’t  flat  or  "sweetish.” 
Their  flavor  never  disappoints. 
Smoke  Camels  steadily — their  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  do 
not  get  on  the  nerves! 


CAMEL'S 
Costlier  Tobaccos 
never  get  on 
your  Nerves 


Camels  aie  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  — Turkish  and 
Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 


“Get  a tin 
with  a Camel 


Copy  right.  1934.  U.  J.  RoynoUis  Tobacco  Company 


WHEN 

"Al 


CopyriglU.  1031,  It.  J.  IleynoKls  Tobacco  Company 


CRAWFORD  BURTON, 

gentleman  rider,  twice  win- 
ner of  the  Maryland  Hunt 
Cup,  dean  of  the  strenuous 
sport  of  steeplechase  riding 
. . .a Camel  smoker.  Everyone 
is  subject  to  strain.  Hence 
the  importance  to  people  in 
every  walk  of  life  of  what 
Mr.  Burton  says  below  about 
Camels. 


COLLEGE  STUDENT.  "When  men- 
tal fatigue  sets  in,”  says  John 
Birgel,  "I  just  smoke  another 
Camel  and  soon  have  the  en- 
ergy to  concentrate  again.” 


REX  BEACH,  famous  sportsman, 
says:  “When  I've  gotten  a big 
game  fish  landed  I light  a 
Camel,  and  feel  as  good  as  new.” 


As  this  magazine  goes  to  press, 
reports  pour  in  from  all  parts 
of  the  country. ..showing  that 
thousands  of  smokers  are  turn- 
ing to  Camels.. .and  that  they 
do  "get  a lift  with  a Camel.” 
Here’s  a typical  experience. 
Mr.  Crawford  Burton,  the  fa- 
mous American  steeplechase 
rider,  is  speaking: 

"Whether  I’m  tired  from 
riding  a hard  race  or  from  the 
pressure  and  tension  of  a 
crowded  business  day,  I feel 
refreshed  and  restored  just  as 
soon  as  I get  a chance  to  smoke 
a Camel.  So  I’m  a pretty  in- 


cessant smoker,  not  only  be- 
cause Camels  give  me  a 'lift’ 
in  energy,  but  because  they 
taste  so  good!  And  never  yet 
haveCamels  upset  my  nerves.” 

You  have  heard  the  expe- 
rience of  others.  Science  tells 
us  that  Camel’s  "energizing 
effect”  has  been  fully  con- 
firmed. 

So  try  Camels  yourself.  You 
can  smoke  as  many  as  you  like. 
For  Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS.  They  never 
taste  flat... never  get  on  your 
nerves. 


Camel’s  costlier  Tobaccos 
never  get  on  your  Nerves 


ALL  TOBACCO 
MEN  KNOW: 
“Camels  are  made 
from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBAC- 
COS — Turkish  and 
Domestic  — than  any 
other  popularbrand.” 
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THE  OLD  L 1 N E 


Here  it  is  ...  . 


a Xew  PORTABLE 

Made  bij  the 

typewriter  Leader  of  ihe  World 

• An  I’nderwood  of  your  own  ! A Portaf)le  to 
go  with  you  wherever  you  go  ....  to  write 
wJiatever  you  feel  like  writing  ....  whenever 
the  spirit  moves  you. 

• Letters,  stories,  notes,  homework  ....  all 
these  are  the  things  that  the  modern  person 
wants  to  type.  Things  you  should  type  and 
ean  type  on  your  new  Underwood  Portable 
....  raj)idly,  neatly,  easily. 

IJiMiprwood  Fisher  Com |»aii>' 

Homer  Building,  13lh  and  F Streets,  N.W. 
Distriet  1630  Washington,  U.C. 


B.  V.  Rhodes  Paint  & Hardware 

I,.  K.  CRANKORI),  Manatior 

R.  I.  Avenue  Opp.  B.  & O.  Station 
HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 

Hyattsville  91 


Co-eds!  Patronize — 

Vmiity  Itoaiily 

('.alhcriiK'  Tiick'er 

Park.  >lil. 

IMione,  Ih'rwyii  107 


Wit:  “I  had  a fall  last  night  that  rendered  me  uncon- 
scious for  eight  hours.” 

Xit:  “Really!  Where  did  you  fall?” 

Wit:  “1  fell  asleep.” 


“.\h,  the  ])ause  that  refreshes!”  said  the  English 
teacher,  as  she  came  across  a comma  in  a Freshman’s 
theme. 


.Vnother  way  for  a girl  to  keep  her  youth  is  not  to  intro- 
duce him  to  her  girl  friends. 


— Cambridge  Review. 


FOLLOW-UP  LETTER 


j Betty  Jane  ) t i i i 

Dear  < t e k hke  to  hope 

Mary  Lou  I 

That  you  have  | i forgotten  me; 

( quite  j ® 

, , , , . , ( we  might  elope  I 

And  when  1 said  , , / 

( some  silly  dope  1 


You  tell  me,  my 


) own,  that  you  agree  | 


line  is  repartee 


( ^ 


) to  the  \ , 

Ix't  us  he  happy — ^ end — 


riiiiik  of  me  as 


) more  than  a | 


just  a 


( 


friend. 


I'd 


NOX-SUPPORT 

“I  hear  that  your  wife  is  siieing  you  for  non-support.” 
“Yeah,  she  sure  is  a crazy  woman — ” 

“Why?” 

“Well,  why  sue  for  what  she's  got  the  most  of?" 


“What's  the  difference  between  a bullfrog  and  a cat?” 
“Well,  a cat  has  nine  lives  and  a bullfrog  croaks  every 
night.'' 


If  some  of  the  girls  in  this  town  had  the  jiower  in  their 
eyes  that  they  think  they  have,  they  could  stir  their  coffee 
with  a dirty  look. 


— Yellow  Jacket. 
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Three 


The  Un  iversity  of  Mdryland 

OLD  LINE 

Weic  omes  The  Al  u m n i 


at 

HOMECOMING 


Four 


VERTICAL  RHYMES 
(Read  Down) 
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Rich 

do 

K'l.y 

green 

.stocks 

.StO]) 

high 

red 

.stocks 

no 

die 

cop 

poor 

go 

guy 

ahead 

Raker 

Kiss 

calls 

hug- 

a])])le 

neck 

])ie 

])et 

baker 

K 

falls 

D 

mince 

1 

])ie 

bet 

TAKE  A PIN,  (HRLS! 

Here  are  just  a few  of  tlie  many 
])raetieal  uses  to  which  they  may  he 
put. 

1.  Ricking  splinters  out  of  tlie 
finger. 

2.  (’utting  articles  out  of  the 
news])aper. 

3.  Poking  in  clo.sed-uj)  holes  in 
salt-shakers. 

4.  Cleaning  the  fingernails. 

5.  Aiding  broken  .shonlder-straps. 
0.  Digging  grooves  in  the  chair 

arms  (in  horesome  cla.s.ses). 

7.  Picking  teeth. 

8.  Paperweight  (if  heavily  jeweled). 
!).  Letter-opener. 

10.  Picking  locks. 

11.  Tattooing. 

— Showmc. 


HANDICAP  RACE 

f'ourtshij)  consists  of  a man’s  run- 
ning after  a girl  until  she  catches  him. 

—Shoirme. 


Tc 

1 ]/v 

/a 

IS. 

^ n / 

The  First  11  omecomimj. 


I )o  you  know  Art  ? 

Art  who? 

Artesian. 

Sure,  I know  Artesian  well. 

— Shoinne. 


Thirty  days  hath  September,  A|)ril, 
June,  and  my  uncle  for  speeding. 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 


Prof.:  “Take  this  .sentence:  ‘Let 

the  cow  be  taken  out  of  the  lot.’  What 
Mood?  ’’ 

Frosh:  “The  cow.’’ 


“(’’mon,  let's  go  to  the  movies.’’ 
“Nall,  I’ve  .seen  all  the  Roo.sevelts 
before.” 

— Penn.  Piineli  Howl. 


Junior:  “I  don’t  .see  how  they 

expect  a fellow  to  get  a bachelor’s 
degree  with  all  the.se  women  here.” 


Rack  in  the  year  of  Nineteen 
Twenty, 

The  co-eds  were  few  and  men 
ajilenty. 
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Fire 


THE  ^EW  ITNE 

”The  LINE  of  least  resistance'''’ 


l-hauntin^  If  e II  ill  Go 

WE’^’E  oil  (Ml  \V()I1(1(MT(1  just  IlOW  \V(''II  tool,  a low 
years  from  now,  wlioii  wo’ll  walk  slowly  up  the 
Hill  and  take  a look  around  at  the  old  eainpus  again,  wliioh 
will  ajijiear  vaguely  familiar,  yet  at  the  same  time  lie 
rendered  disoonoertingly  strange  liy  the  iiresence  of  an 
occasional  new  building. 

It’ll  seem  funny  to  .see  the  fellows  we  know  now  again, 
and  ])erha])s  we'll  notice  that  mo.st  of  them  are  ju.st  a wee 
hit  bald  and  jiaimchy  around  the  middle,  and  smile — until 
we  suddenly  and  sadly  realize  that  we  too  are  just  a wee 
bit  bald  and  paunchy  around  the  middle.  Perha[)s  we'll 
wonder  why  they  aren't  bringing  their  old  time  “.steadies,” 
and  who  their  new  dates  are  ....  and  then  it  dawns  on  us 
that  the  “dates”  are  their  wives. 

We'll  go  to  the  game,  and  doubtless  exj)re.ss  disginst  at 
the  team  of  .striplings  ont  on  the  field,  and  the  sissy  brand 
of  football  that  they  play — not  the  kind  of  game  Maryland 
used  to  play  back  in  19.S4  at  all.  Bnt  then,  as  they  go  into 
the  final  (juarter,  we’ll  grow  more  vociferous  than  the 
nndergracfs,  cansing  a desultory  craning  of  necks  of  the.se 
in  front  of  us  and  a few  covert  smiles  on  the  faces  of  those 
same  nndergrads. 

And  that  night,  hoarse  from  yelling  and  .sore  from  hand- 
clasping  and  backslapping,  wc'll  drag  our  tux  and  onr  wife 
from  the  mothballs  and  go  to  the  Homecoming  Dance, 
where  we  will  be  alternately  amused  and  nettled  at  the 
young  smart  alecks  and  think  of  those  other  dances  we 
went  to  in  the  same  (iym.  Einally,  with  the  .strains  of 
“Home,  Sweet  Home,”  we'll  .say  goodbye  to  the  “old 
dump”  until  another  year,  and  walk  slowly  back  down  the 
Hill  again. 

In  short,  we'll  merely  be  your  average  alumnus  . . . . 
coming  back. 


....  Aren’t  fFe  All? 

TO  tell  you  which  class  we  dreamed  it  in  would  be 
unfair  and  embarrassing  to  the  in.structor,  and  that’s 
an  irrelevant  })oint  anyhow,  bnt  we're  not  the  sort  of 
person  who’d  get  yon  all  excited  over  something  and  then 
let  you  down  with  “Fooled  you.”  It  was  only  a dream!” 
So  we'll  break  that  gently  right  at  the  .start.  But  you 
wouldn’t  believe  it  anyhow,  ’cause  it's  too  good  to  be  true. 

We  were  looking  ont  upon  the  campus  and  .saw  every- 
where a velvety  expanse  of  gra.ss,  unbroken  .save  by  the 


synunel rically  and  coin'cnicnl ly  laid  onl  sidewalks,  and 
as  wc  lu'ard  the  bell  ring,  the  students  emerged  from  I he 
.several  buildings  and  walk(>d  carefully  along  lhcs(‘  .same 
walks,  not  daring  nay,  not  even  thinking — of  (Mitling 
across  the  greensward.  Hence  all  the  ugly  paths  which  you 
and  I know  had  vanished — washed  away  by  unspot t('d 
seas  of  gently  waving  gra.ss. 

We  were  exhilarated.  Ste])j)ing  buoyantly  along,  we 
walked  into  the  Engineering  Building — and  .stei)i)('d  back, 
amazed  and  breathle.ss  at  the  splendor  of  the  .scene.  Fhe 
once  bare,  du.sty,  frowning  brick  walls,  which  had  formerly 
lent  this  interior  the  gloomy  aspect  of  a sub-cellar  in  the 
Bastille,  had  been  utterly  transformed  by  a coat  of 
gleaming  buff-colored  paint ! I liable  to  bridle  our  en- 
thusiasm any  longer,  we  rushed  .straight  to  the  Office  of 
the  Superintendent  of  Buildings  and  (ironnds,  and 
grasping  that  worthy  firmly  by  the  hand,  kis.sc'd  him 
lightly  on  both  cheeks — like  French  generals  do  when  they 
hang  a medal  on  a ])oiln. 


But  that  affable  gentleman  only  smiled  beatifically,  and 
then  led  us  out  to  unfold  new  wonders  before  our  eyes.  He 
conducted  us  out  behind  Calvert  Hall,  where  we  gazed 
sjiellbonnd  at  the  Men's  Parking  Lot,  with  smooth,  con- 
crete roadways  miming  to  and  fro,  over  which  the  day- 
dodgers  glided  swiftly  and  silently  in  their  heterogenions 
vehicles.  Xo  clank  of  sjiring,  no  burst  of  tire  smote  upon 
the  ear  drums;  no  cloud  of  dust  arose  to  mar  the  beauty 
of  the  .sjiectacle.  Our  very  .soul  .seemed  to  sing  for  joy! 

Xor  was  that  an  end.  Progressing  farther  down  the 
Hill,  we  hardly  r<‘cognized  the  Dairy  Building,  entirely 
remodelled  as  it  was.  And  then,  too,  the  erstwhile  accom- 
panying eyesores,  the  rambling,  decaying  barns  and  sheds. 


Six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


and  malodorous  cattle  corrals  had  been  entirely  removed, 
leaving  only  the  Dairy  and  the  also-redecorated  Rossbourg 
Inn  to  reign  supreme  in  an  artistically  landscaped  setting. 

Almost  overcome  by  all  these  dazzling  sights,  we  walked 
slowly  u])  the  Hill  again,  to  stand  in  awe  and  reverence  at 
the  granite  ba.se  of  a graceful  white  shaft  which,  unyielding 
and  unbent,  stabbed  skyward,  .straight  as  Truth!  Tears  of 
emotion  welled  np  within  us,  and  baring  our  head,  we  ca.st 
our  eyes  ui)wards,  to  where  Old  Glory  fluttered  exultantly: 


AND  THEN,  DAMMIT,  WE  WOKE  UP!  * * * * and 
we've  had  a shifty,  mean,  defiant  look  in  oiir  eyes  ever 
since. 


’*2!) 

Pity  the  students  of  Nineteen  Twenty-Nine, 
Who  got  little  but  a four  year  grind. 


There  was  only  one  other  passenger  besides  the  honey- 
mooners,  Buffalo  bound,  on  an  early  morning  bus.  While 
they  i^assed  through  the  lighted  streets  of  cities,  they 
maintained  their  reserve,  but  became  affectionate  as  the 
coach  s])ed  along  the  countryside.  The  groom,  anxious  to 
reach  the  destination,  asked  his  fellow-passenger  if  he 
knew  how  far  it  was  to  Buffalo.  “ ATah,”  said  the  stranger, 
“we  passed  it  while  you  was  in  that  last  clinch.” 

— Froth . 


“^f  list  you  alu'oys  talk  shop?'' 
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At  histl  Tlio  roiil  sUtv\  of  ilio  faiiioiis 

TERP-^API^O  EASE 


This  thing  of  being  einbleinatic  of 
The  Old  Einers  may  he  all  right 
in  its  way,  but  don’t  ever  let  anybody 
tell  yon  that  sitting  out  here  on  a 
elmnk  of  granite  just  to  be  syinbolie, 
Slimmer  and  winter,  with  nothing  to 
look  at  blit  a eriimbling 
Uossbonrg  Inn  and  a 
bunch  of  dairy  sheds  is 
any  fnn — especially 
when  it  means  being 
kissed  by  a lot  of  sleazy 
Freshmen  every  fall. 

But  the  Maryland 
Freshmen  are  perfect 
compared  to  those  of — 
but  I’m  getting  ahead 
of  the  story. 

It  all  happened  during 
the  early  morning  hours 
of  May  ^28,  1934— a 
night  replete  with  hor- 
rors which  I shall  re- 
member to  the  end  of 
my  life.  I shudder  to 
think  of  the  ghastly 
fate  I might  have  met 
at  the  hands  of  those  ruthless  criminals ! 

But  to  give  you  the  harrowing 
details,  on  account  of  the  noi.se  on  the 
Hill,  I didn’t  manage  to  get  to  sleep 
until  around  2 a.m.,  as  this  campus 
.settles  down  j)retty  late — especially  in 
^lay — and  hardly  had  I closed  my 
eyes  when  I was  rudely  awakened  by  a 
ru.sty  flivver  drawing  up  in  front  of  me. 
It  was  filled  fo  fhe  gunwales  with 
rather  uncouth  looking  characters. 
The  flivver  had  the  letters  ‘M.  H.  U.” 
plastered  all  over  it. 

One  of  the  villains,  who  spoke 
fairly  intelligible  English,  and  there- 
fore acted  as  spokesman  of  the  grouj), 
rolled  out  of  the  conveyance,  and  after 
weaving  back  and  forth  rather  un- 
steadily for  a moment  or  so,  addressed 
me: 

“Hey,  you.se  punk,  get  down  from 
ofTn  dat  rock,  ’n  come  with  us!” 

“What  is  the  meaning  of  this  out- 


An  tolil  bv 

TE!l$TIT»0 

IliiiiM'll' 


rage?”  I demanded,  thrusting  my 
head  from  beneath  my  shell  defiantly. 

The  rascal’s  asjieet  became  even 
more  fierce.  Jabbing  a soldering  iron 
into  my  shoulder,  he  hi.s.sed — 

“Seram  into  de  car,  or  we  will  melt 
you.se  into  a t’ousand  jiennies,  and  we 
could  use  t’em,  phooey!” 

I had  no  choice,  and  was  forced  into 
their  rude  hack.  What  a di.sgrace  to 
the  fair  name  of  our  Alma  Mater  for 
its  emblem  of  prowess  to  fall  thus  into 
the  clutches  of  the  enemy! 

I maintained  a frigid  silence  during 
the  ride  to  Baltimore,  as  did  my  cap- 
tors,  who  seemed  somewhat  spiritless — 
er,  that  is  figureatively  speaking — and 
when  we  finally  pulled  u])  in  front  of  a 
group  of  large  buildings,  the  silence 
was  broken  by  the  spokesman. 

“Eat  us  poosh  heem  into  de  dormi- 
tory,” he  growled,  and  .so  I soon 
found  myself  inside  a huge  brick 


structure,  whose  interior  was  jier- 
vaded  by  a most  evil  odor,  and  over 
whose  floors  was  wildly  strewn  broken 
bottles  and  other  ilebris.  It  was 
just  about  the  vilest  place  I have 
ever  been  in,  and  I was  filhal  with  fore- 
bodings and  anxiety. 

It  was  while  my  caji- 
tors  were  gathered 
around,  gloating  over 
me,  that  I hit  upon  a 
clever  .stratagem.  .Vs 
you  can  imagine,  it  gets 
jiretty  cold  .some  nights, 
sitting  out  thereon  that 
granite  block,  and  so  I 
am  always  prepared  for 
a droj)  in  temperature. 
I was  prepared  this 
time. 

Slyly  w h i p pi  n g a 
bottle  from  under  my 
shell,  I bellowed 
“EOOKOIT!”  and 
to.s.sed  it  high  in  the  air, 
the  bottle  landing  in  a 
rubbish  heap  out  in  the 
hall.  Ju.st  as  I had  calculated,  all 
eight  of  the  hoodlums  dived  for  it  at 
the  same  time,  cracking  their  skulls 
neatly  together. 

•Vs  they  lay  senseless  on  the  floor,  I 
coyly  refrieved  the  bottle  and  scuttled 
from  the  building.  I deflated  the  tires 
of  the  flivver  as  1 went  by,  and  it  was 
not  until  I had  gotten  about  two 
hundred  yards  away  that  the  ruffians 
came  to.  On  seeing  their  plight  and 
my  good  start,  they  ran  frantically 
about,  crying  “Call  out  de  track 
team!”  But  having  seen  that  aggrega- 
tion perform  before,  I knew  I had 
nothing  to  fear  from  that  quarter,  so  I 
waddled  serenely  on.  Four  or  five 
hours  later,  when  I reached  the  eity 
limits,  I thumbed  a ride  back  to 
College  Park  on  a truck  ....  and  here 
I am. 

It  was  a terrible  experien<“e,  but  it 
Please  turn  page 


“Jabbing  a soldering  iron  into  my  shoulder, 
he  hissed”“Scram  into  the  car  ...” 
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Eiifhl 


(' out 'rnucd  from  precedituj  page 

lauglit  me  niueli.  I may  be  a clever 
ehaj).  but  hereafter  I sliall  never  be  a 
chaj)  off  the  old  block.  I had  the 
felon.s  deported. 


’10 

Here's  to  the  C'la.ss  of  Nineteen 
Ten, 

Of  which  (’hief  Tydings  welled 
the  ])en. 


Professor:  “Yonr  answer  is  as 

clear  as  mnd.” 

Brilliant:  “Well,  it  covers  the 

ground,  doesn’t  it?” 


Wind  his-  irifc  (hoHijht  he  iras  doing  at  Ilomccont ing  . . . . 


llOMEt’OMlXO 

00  back  for  Homecoming?  iMy  dear — never  again! 
Didn't  1 tell  yon  about  last  year? 

1 hadn’t  been  back  to  the  hon.se  since  graduation,  .so  I 
Ihonght  I'd  do  it  in  a big  way.  My  suit  cost  far  too  mnch, 
and  the  hat — well  it  was  ravishing,  and  took  ten  years  off 
my  age.  I’d  only  been  out  five  years,  so  by  simple  sub- 
traction 1 thought  I'd  pa.ss  for  a Freshman. 

Yon  wouldn't  believe  the  time  I gave  to  acces.sories  and 
hair — I even  j)ractised  my  entrance  before  a mirror! 

I arrived  feeling  like  a million — and  looking  it,  I really 
Ihonght ! I'lie  entrance  .seemed  to  be  jn.st  as  j)ractised  and 
the  room  was  full  of  girls,  so  I had  a good  house. 

And  (lien,  my  <lear,  believe  it  or  not — every  one  of  lhos(' 
l('n‘iblc  cl•catnr<^s  Sd'OOD  I P!  I could  have  slain  them! 

— Fonind. 


CAMPUS  NOTE 

Martha  Manley,  noted  shirt-ripper,  bntton-remover, 
.sock-thrower-away  nmltidecorated  mntilatress,  under- 
went her  fourteenth  year  as  laundry  cpieen.  ' Mangier 
Manley's  anniversary  was  celebrated  with  a bonfire  of 
shirts,  sheets,  pillow-cases  meant  to  be  returned  for  home- 
coming festivities.  The  orgy  was  concluded  by  the 
tearing  np  of  various  undershirts,  riusty  towels,  and  bed- 
spreads. Massacree  Manley's  work  is  reminiscent  of  the 
time-honored  poem: 


“How  doth  the  gentle  laundress 
Search  out  the  weaker  points. 

And  always  .scrape  the  buttons  off 
At  the  most  embarrasing  imints?” 


1 1 


I 


fr 


. . . . and  irhat  he  teas. 
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Sine 


AltOUNII  Tin:  HILL 

/)//  .loio  Mathias 


WE  have  just  (lro])])e<I  into  the 
office  from  our  luidiiight  iieaii- 
derings,  as  is  our  wont  of  a Sunday  eve 
and  the  sliarp  staccato  of  the  type- 
writer keys  in  the  dull,  dead  silence  of 
the  autumn  night  ....  and  two  sleepy 


heads  ....  they  enveigle  us  on  ....  a 
typewriter  ....  a wad  of  copy  ])aper. 
We  begin  our  first  column  for  the 
Old  Link. 

Herb  is  .slaughtering  flies  wifh  a 


rubber  band  ....  but  he  misses  often — 
too  often.  Herb  is  sleej)y. 

We  di.scovered  a charming  little 
cabin  tonight  in  IVIontgomery  Comity 
— a delightfully  novel  jilace  ....  and 
Lucille  Laws,  the  “black-haired"  girl 
in  A.  ().  Pi,  holds  the  keys.  Warren 
and  Anna  Marie  look  so  dome.stic  by 
the  fireside. 

All  alone  in  fhe  Dbk.  Office  last 
night,  and  from  out  of  the  dark  Zim 
comes  back  in  a new  car  and  looking 
every  bit  the  successful  newsjiajier 
man.  (Jordon  Zimmerman  (you  re- 
member him  as  editor  of  The  Dbk.  in 
1981)  is  working  with  the  AVashington 
News  ....  and  Willy  Needham  with 
the  As.sociated  Press.  “Little  man, 
what  now?" 

Herb  mi.s.ses  another  fly  and  writes 
another  line. 

We  understand  something  over  a 
dozen  Ayopis  to  be  knitting  sweaters — 
short  and  chubby  Ayopis — long  and 
lanky  Ayojii.s — all  knitting  sweaters 
from  the  .same  ])attern.  It  .so  haj)pens 
that  only  one  of  the  goodly  si.sters 
knows  how.  The  re.st  follow  her  . . . . 
with  the  wool  pulled  over  their  eyes, 
as  it  were. 

The  most  .sati.sfactory  story  of  the 
month,  however,  concerns  the  P.  I. 
game  at  Norfolk. 

A crowd  of  indigent  Maryland  stu- 
dents ai)])roached  (hirley  with  the 


earnest  ]>lea  to  let  them  in  the  game. 
Th('  man  at  I h('  gaU'  says  no.  Curley 
.says  “I'll  betcha  a $100  to  a nickel." 

('urley  motions  Simpson  to  come 
over.  “Don’t  start  this  game  until  we 
get  there,"  he  says. 

“Now,  if  you  don’t  let  my  gue.sts  in 
the  game.  I’ll  take  my  boys  and  go 
home,”  Byrd  is  ({noted  as  saying;  and 
in  through  the  gate  they  trundle,  one 
by  one  and  two  by  two,  until  all  had 
entered  through  the  .sacred  ])ortals. 

Imagine  our  sur])ri.se  not  to  say, 
delight,  when  we  looked  u])  from  our 
office  desk  recently  to  di.scover  that 
The  Dianiondhaek  had  a new  office 
manager!  (Jinny,  what  will  your 
Daddy  .say? 

ATiother  cigarette  ....  another  line. 
-Vnd  our  chance  for  the  first  good 
night’s  shut-eye  in  a week  muffed. 

Knfh  Somerville,  loyal  as  ever  to 
(Jeorge  “Dummy”  (^’ouse  a hoss) 
Sachs,  remarks  enthusiastically  to 
Jack  Eaber: 

“(Jeorge  is  sure  one  ground-gaining 
back,  isn’t  he?”  Evidently  (Jeorge  has 
gained  a lotta  respect  in  the  Somerville 
league.  Eh  what? 

We  offer  our  ai)ologies  to  cousin 
Jean  for  allowing  Doc  Jaeger  to  drag 
ns  off  when  he  had  tenfatively  j)rom- 
i.sed  her  fo  faxi  her  down  fhe  Hill,  but 
j)ardon  us,  Jean.  W’e  have  our  own 
interests  to  look  after,  and  this  j)ar- 
ticular  interest  is  in  International  Law. 
We  are  looking  for  more  than  a six 
])er  cent  return,  my  dear. 

Phidley  Thets  evidently  have  .secured 
something  of  a corner  on  the  j)resi- 
dency  of  the  Fre.shman  class  marked, 
what  with  “down  with  the  rats" 
Jimmyer  and  “down  with  the  .soj)hs’’ 
Ted  Lehmann  both  in  this  same  chib. 

The  ({ueistion  that  is  bothering  us  no 


link'  is  this:  “Is  Ruth  Kreiler  still 

Berry-bomid,  and  staunch  and  iru<‘.  oi- 
ls it  that  he  only  has  the  inside  track. 
Or  is  it  all  a big  mistake?  ^’ou  do  not 
have  to  answer,  Ruth;  it’s  only  a 
rhetorical  (juestion — just  for  effect. 

One  (juestion  that  is  nof  worrying 
us:  “Who  will  'I'racy  ('olcman  select 

as  his  sponsor  for  the  Military  Ball?” 
If  you  guess  anybody  but  (Jinny 
Ijams,  you’re  wrong. 

We  are  reliably  infornu'd  that  Wilson 
Dawson,  who  does  not  want  to  be 
called  “ Poojxlink,"  went  Halloweening 
with  one  Helen  Whitmer,  and  that 
“ Poo])dink,"  pardon  us,  Wilson  likes 
to  go  Halloweening  with  Helen,  and 
that,  in  fact,  “ Poo|)dink,"  beg  jiardon, 
Wilson  would  go  Halloweening  lots 
more  with  Helen,  if,  alas!  Halloween 
came  more  oftem.  Alack  and  aday! 
What’s  to  be  done. 

We  wonder  wistfully  sometimes  . . . . 
well,  anyhow,  we  wonder  how  Elsie- 
L('e  White  (sjK'lh'd  with  the  hyjihen) 
ever  got  leave  of  ab.sence  from  (';ili- 
fornia.  You  know  that  is  .something 
like  wantonly  destroying  the  natural 
resources  of  a State.  They  shouldn’t 
have  done  that.  It  bodes  no  good. 
Natural  resources  should  never  be 
allowed  to  go  travelling  across  the 
country  and  settle  down  in  another 
State. 

But  enough  of  this.  The  moon  is 
fading.  Herb  is  still  sleejiy,  the  fli(\s  are 
.still  with  us,  the  ('xtra  bed  in  Tydings’ 
room  .still  is  unoccu|)ied.  'I'he  moon, 
however,  must  continue  to  fade.  Herb 
will  never  wake  nj),  the  (lies  will  bn/.z 
interminably — but  that  lu'd  in  Tyding’s 
room  will  not  remain  unoccu])i('d. 
I ntil  the  next  issue,  then,  “adios."  and 
to  the  visiting  ahmmi  lu're  for  Home- 
coming Day  a cordial  “buenos  dias." 
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Tlie  Sombre  Side  of  Homeeoimiig 

411*  Wliv  Tlie  A«liiiiiii$«ti*atioii  ivot  C«i*av 

• • 


Dear  (’urley: 

I was  just  remarking  the  otlier  day  what  a swell  guy  you 
are,  (’urley.  Hy  the  way,  I’ve  just  decided  to  bring  the 
wife  and  kiddies  down  for  Homecoming  week-end,  and  I 
don't  want  them  to  mi.ss  any  of  the  sights.  Could  you 
arrange  for  us  to  have  a suite  of  rooms  at  the  dorms  with 
our  meals  served  there?  And  al.so.  I’d  like  you  to  meet  us 
at  the  train  in  Washington.  You  had  better  bring  two 
ears  because  there  will  be  ten  of  us.  Will  wire  you  when 
we  leave.  Tlianks,  I knew  you  would  do  this  little  favor 
for  me. 

Sincerely, 

I.  Gr.vfter. 


Maryland  is  the  be.st  ])lace  after  all,  and  I am  not  going  to 
miss  Homecoming  either,  becau.se  I hear  that  the  old 
campus  is  more  beautiful  than  ever,  and  the  new  buildings 
simply  gorgeous.  Am  looking  forward  to  .seeing  all  the 
sights.  I want  to  .see  you,  too. 

(’ordially, 

Johnnie  Jones. 


V.  S.: 

( urley,  how  about  a couple  of  free  tickets  to  the  game? 
Send  them  about  a week  in  advance  so  I can  be  sure  to 
get  them,  or  shall  I call  by  the  office  for  them  the  day  of 
Homecoming? 


Dear  Mr.  Eyri): 

I .see  that  iMaryland  is  preparing  for  its  Homecoming  on 
November  S,  and  I wonder  what  kind  everyone  is  going  to 
have.  ]Mr.  liyrd,  I’ve  heard  of  these  homecomings  before. 
My  .son  is  a Freshman  at  your  institution  and  I don’t  want 
you  to  allow  any  na.sty  drinks  at  any  of  the  dances  that 
MV  .son  attends.  I’ve  heard  of  the.se  homecomings,  so  I 
don't  want  MY  .son  led  astray.  Would  you  look  out  for 
him  personally? 

(’ordially  yours, 

(Mrs.)  Sadie  .Vnderson. 


Dear  (’urley: 

Just  a note  to  let  you  know  that  I am  all  set  for  Ilome- 
eoming,  and  Curley,  could  you  .send  me  a couple  of  com- 
plimentary tickets  to  the  game?  I’d  like  three  or  four,  but 
two  will  do.  Ho])e  you  remember  me.  I was  the  boy  that 
Dean  Taliaferro  almo.st  .sent  home  before  graduation, 
beean.se  too  many  times  I overslept  or  .something. 

Yours  from  ’'■24, 

Speckle  Woodiune. 


Di:ar  (’uri,ey: 

1 didn't  e.xaetly  get  a shee])-skin,  but  I did  play  football 
and  join  a frat.  I think  that  the  dear  old  University  of 


Dear  Rosy: 

Since  the  wife  has  gone  for  a trip  to  California,  I think 
I’ll  take  in  the  Homecoming  at  my  dear  old  Alma  Mater, 
and  have  one  great  time.  I don’t  know  many  of  the  fair 
co-eds  now  at  the  Ibiiversity,  and  you  do,  so  how  about 
fixing  me  uj)  for  a date  to  the  Homecoming  dance?  My 
wife  is  a brunette,  .so  get  me  a ente  blonde,  will  you  Rosy? 
I’d  appreciate  this  .so  nnieh.  You  remember  the  little 
girls  we  used  to  take  out  in  tho.se  good  old  days  when  we 
were  undergrads?  One  like  any  of  tho.se  will  do. 

Sincerely, 

Henry  Goodtimes. 


’SO 

Three  cheers  for  the  Cla.ss  of  ’Thirty, 
.Vll  they  get  is  a look  that’s  dirty. 


Reginald  once  in  a mood  of  choler 
Thrust  his  head  beneath  a street  steam-roller. 
The  neighbors  were  .strangely  surprised  to  find 
How  the  incident  broadened  Reggie’s  mind. 
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M ii/ash,  Mike,  jja  (/of  ('lark  Gable  falkitu/  like  Mlekeij  Moiis-e!" 


How  iii  Kot  al  a Fral 

Fi^riiial  IliiiiH^i* 


1.  If  your  soup  is  so  hot  that  it  burns  you — gargle  it  in 
l)ack  of  yonr  throat  for  a little  while.  This  is  much  better 
than  trying  to  hide  it  in  ,\’Our  napkin  as  some  j)eoi)le  do. 

‘■i.  If  a bone  .sticks  in  your  throat — don't  try  to  cough  it 
way  acro.ss  the  room.  In  a modest  manner  fish  for  it  with 
your  fork  and  above  all  things  don't  make  a fuss  about  it. 

.‘5.  If  you  get  a spot  on  the  table-cloth,  absent-mindedly 
place  a piece  of  bread  over  it,  butter  side  down.  The 
butter  will  keej)  the  bread  from  slipping  off  the  s])ot. 

-f.  If  a piece  of  meat  crawls  off  your  plafe,  capfure  if  as 
soon  as  ])ossible  and  fhen  gayly  snap  it  acro.ss  fhe  table  to 
your  vi,s-a-vis.  This  })robably  will  make  everybody  laugh 
and  will  hel|)  to  make  the  meal  (piite  merry. 

.■).  If  you  bite  your  toiigue — don't  hasten  to  utter  a 
bunch  of  blui.sh  idioms.  It  isti't  nice.  -Inst  let  your  tongue 
luuig  out  of  the  corner  of  your  mouth  for  a few  moments 
until  it  has  ceased  being  angry  with  you  for  having  bitten 


it.  In  this  delicate  way  you  can  apprai.se  j>eople  of  your 
mi.sfortune. 

().  If  you  happen  to  be  drinking  water  remember  it  is 
co!isidered  cpiite  a feat  to  make  a gurgling  .sound  like  a .soda 
fountain.  This  is  cpiite  a difficult  thing  to  do  but  it 
invariably  will  attract  an  unusual  amount  of  admiring 
attention. 

7.  If  pie  is  .servc'd — eat  the  hide  as  well  as  the  stuffing. 
Hy  doing  this  you  will  not  C’a.st  reflections  on  your  host's 
pastry  cook. 

8.  If  during  the  meal  you  have  eaten  so  much  that  it 
really  hurts  you — inhale  two  pinches  of  ])epi)er  and  one  of 
.salt.  In  a few  moments  there  will  be  positive  results. 

!).  If  an  ice  is  .served — don't  gulp  it  down  as  though  you 
were  unused  to  it.  Dilly-dally  as  much  as  possible  in  a 
bored  manner.  Make  .sou])  of  it  by  j)addling  your  s]>oon 
around  it.  This  is  considered  distingue. 
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ETHEIi  rms  OR  THAT 

til/  lion  I.iTscmoHT 


WITH  tlu'  first  cool  days  of  f:ill, 
local  inaestros  leave  their  local 
stands  and  settle  down  before  their 
permanent  microphones.  Pete  Macias 
has  reopened  his  Ili  Ho  C'lub,  Johnny 
Slaughter  hangs  on  at  the  liamboo 
room  at  the  Willard  Hotel,  while 
Emery  Daughtery  has  returned  from 
summering  in  Boston,  and  is  trying  his 
broad  accent  out  on  the  patrons  at  the 
La  Paree.  Whether  Art  Godfrey  will 
return  to  the  Club  Michael  still  is  in 
(juestion,  for  the  Breakfast  Club  men- 
tor admits  that  he  is  undecided. 
Erne.stine  Gardner,  the  little  girl  with 
the  southern  accent,  still  is  making  a 
big  hit  with  the  local  radio  audience. 
Erne.stine  is  a former  Maryland  co-ed, 
and  those  of  us  who  know  her  well, 
wish  that  there  were  a few  more  like 
her.  And  while  we're  handing  out 
orchids,  let's  send  a couple  of  dozen  to 
Johnny  (WOL)  Mark.  John  is  one  of 
the  really  swell  guys  in  the  radio 

racket.  So . 

Did  yon  know  that  the  University  of 
North  ('arolina  boasts  of  two  great 
orchestra  leaders?  Kay  Keyser, 
and  Hal  Kemp,  ''■17,  happen  to  be  the 
j)arties  in  que.stion.  Alost  of  the 
members  of  both  orehestras  are  former 
students  of  the  University.  Keyser, 
one  of  the  most  active  cheer  leaders 
that  North  Carolina  ever  has  pro- 
duced, rei)laced  Kemp  at  the  Black 
II  awk  Re.staurant  in  ('hicago,  when 
the  latter  came  ea.st  this  fall  to  jday  a 
lengthy  engagement  in  New  York. 

Here's  one  for  the  pessimists  who 
.say  that  there's  nothing  new  under  the 
sun.  According  to  Leon  Goldstein, 
publicity  director  of  Station  WBNX,  a 
new  international  language  based  on 
the  musical  scale,  which  has  neither 
grammar  nor  vocabulary,  was  intro- 
duced over  that  .station  a few  months 
ago.  The  idea  was  conceived  by  (kirlos 


Spalira,  an  ob.scure  musician.  It 
seems  that  the  .seven  notes  of  the  .scale 
can  be  .so  arranged  that  the  formation 
of  !)()(), 79!)  different  words  is  possible. 
This  will  also  be  advantageous  to  hen- 
pecked husbands,  musically  iuclined, 
who  can  express  their  feelings  without 
undue  ri.sks. 

Here's  a toa.st  to  Dorothy  Lamour, 
who  in  our  opinion,  is  the  mo.st 
beautiful  and  charming  girl  on  the 
radio.  “Dolly-face"  does  the  vocals 
with  Herbie  Kay's  outfit.  She  is  an 
ex-Miss  America,  and  'tis  said,  she 
sticks  to,  her  laurels  and  collegians. 

Mai  Halett  is  back  on  the  ether  via 
('olumbia  airways.  His  boys  are 
doing  their  big-time  .stuff  nightly  at 
the  Ro.seland  Ball  room  on  New  York's 
great  white  way.  ^Yhen  it  comes  to 
torrid  arrangements,  Halett  ranks  an 
easy  second,  with  Ca.sa  Loma  his  only 
superior. 

S])eaking  of  good  bands  in  local 
.sections.  Sleepy  Hall  and  his  Ari.stro- 
crats,  who  at  pre.sent  are  ])laying  at  the 


jIJ  r' I . 
_/_/_/ _rj  j /_/ 
///////'// 


,1uHt  a little  f/ntfa  pereha. 


Lord  Baltimore  Hotel,  take  A-1  posi- 
tion. Sleej)y  is  an  old  timer  in  band 


circles  and  can  be  tuned  in  through 
ABS. 

It  has  been  rumored  that  Helen 
Hayes,  poi)idar  motion  picture  and 
legitimate  actre.ss,  is  in  New  ^'ork 
trying  to  straighten  out  certain  dif- 
ficulties with  the  Tlieater  Guild,  so  she 
will  be  able  to  .sign  with  a spon.sor  for  a 
network  program  ....  That  Ed.  Wynn 
is  honorary  chief  of  87  different  fire 
departments — yet  he  has  never  been 
to  a fire.  He  claims  that  lie's  afraid  of 
'em  ....  That  Erankie  Ma.sters  uses 
only  nine  in.strumentali.sts  and  two 
vocalists  in  his  organization,  yet  he 
.sounds  like  a full  fifteen  piece  band. 
Each  man  doubles  on  at  least  two 
instruments,  and  .some  on  three  or 
four  ....  That  Henry  King,  famous 
promoter  of  the  sax-fiddle  combination, 
has  added  a trumpet  to  his  orchestra, 
which  leave  only  three  major  bands 
without  bra.ss  ....  That  spon.sers  of  the 
Byrd  exjiedition  paid  Dizzy  Dean  one 
thou.sand  dollars  to  .say  “Hello"  to  the 
boys  down  in  the  frozen  regions.  Wind 
do  ya  mean  dizzy?  ....  That  Jack 
Benny  .should  be  given  a blue  ribbon 
for  having  the  funnie.st  jirogram,  on  the 
radio.  Jack  is  back  on  a series  of 
Sunday  evening  broadcasts  with  Mary 
Living.stone,  Frank  Parker,  Don  Wil- 
.son,  and  Don  Bestor  and  his  or- 
chestra ....  That  Fred  Waring  and  his 
crew  average  thirty  hours  rehearsal  for 
each  half  hour  program  ....  That 
Isham  Jones  was  once  a coal  miner. 

Glen  Gray  has  returned  to  the  Essex 
House  where  he  is  jilaying  nightly  for 
tho.se  who  know  and  appreciate  better 
mu.sic  ....  Buddy  Rogers  is  doing  his 
bit  at  the  Arcadia  Re.staurant  in 
Philly  ....  Clyde  Lueas  has  replaced 
Herbie  Kay  at  the  Edgewater  Beaeh 
Hotel,  while  Earl  Burnett  returned  to 
his  old  hunting  grounds,  the  Drake  .... 

Continued  on  page  IJ/. 
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Continued  from  "page  13 

Harry  Sosiiick  has  left  the  Windy  City 
for  tlie  west  coast,  wliere  he  will  hang 
his  hat  for  the  next  few  years  . . . . 
Benny  Meroff  (the  forgotten  man  of 
radio  land)  is  off  the  air  for  a short 
time.  He  is  playing  at  various 
Chicago  movie  hoirses. 


SiA^S  THAT  PASS 
IN  THE  MIKE 

Annonncer:  “The  next  number  will 
be  for  Mrs.  Conway  who  is  having  a 
birthday  today  at  her  husband’s  re- 
cpie.st.” 

(St.vtion  KGGF) 

Peter  Grant:  “And  now  for  some 

dancing  on  the  networks  of  the 
National  Broadca, sting  Company.” 
(Station  WLW) 

Annonncer:  “The  time  ‘My  Day 

Is  Spoiled’  means  dancing  at  the 
French  Casino.” 

(Station  WENR) 

William  Lundigan:  “Dr.  Bragman 

is  located  opposite  the  Onodaga  Hotel. 
The  Doctor  is  open  evenings.” 

(Station  WFBL) 

Alice  Rem.sen:  “A  request  to  clo.se 

the  program  from  a lady  in  Lima, 
Ohio.” 

(Station  WMAQ) 

Annonncer:  “The  announcement 

made  fifteen  minutes  ago  over  this 
.station  in  regard  to  a car  which  was 
•stolen,  has  been  recovered.” 

(Station  KFYR) 

Kenneth  Roberts : “ For  twenty-five 
cents  yon  can  buy  a tube  of  so  and  so's 
magnesia,  half  the  price  of  a fine 
dental  cream.” 

(Station  WBBM) 

And  thanks  to  yon,  Mr.  Radio 
(luide. 


A romantic  Freshman  met  a girl  at  a 
prom  la.st  spring,  became  so  inspired 
by  her  beauty  that  he  decided  to  write 
a poem  for  her. 

Upon  completion  of  his  love  lyric, 
he  awoke  to  the  horrible  fact  that  he 
had  failed  to  get  his  beloved’s  name. 
In  a rash  moment  he  addres.sed  his 
poem  to  “The  Mo.st  Wonderful  Girl 
in  South  Orange,  New  Jersey.”  A 
few  days  later  the  letter  was  returned 
unopened.  The  envelope  was  marked, 
“To  the  Dnmbe.st  Boy  at  Maryland, 
c,  o Lo.st  and  Found  Dejiartment. 

— Formal. 


Lima  Valasoffovitehskioffsky : “So 

Ivan  Ninespinsky  died  in  battle.  Yon 
say  he  uttered  my  name  as  he  died?” 
Returned  Soldier:  “Part  of  it.  He 
did  his  best.” 


“How  old  are  you  sonny,”  asked  the 
inqui.sitive  old  man  of  the  little  boy  on 
the  beach. 

“Six,”  came  the  brisk  rejily. 

“Six,”  echoed  the  old  man,  “and 
yet  you  are  not  as  tall  as  my  umbrella.” 

The  boy  drew  himself  up  to  his  full 
height.  “How  old  is  your  umbrella?” 


The  undertaker’s  very  smart ; 

He’ll  never  need  the  dole. 

For  he  gets  rich  when  other  folks 
Are  going  in  the  hole. 


Her:  “A  penny  for  your  thoughts.” 
Heem:  “Sorry,  but  they’ve  gone 

up.” 


“Could  I interest  you  in  an  oil  heater?" 


LE  CZAR  N’A  PA^  AS50JE.TC 

5EULEMENT  L'EGLISE  A L’ETAT 


Copyright,  1931.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


LA  SUEDE  ET  LA  FINLANDE 


COMP05EN 
LAR6E 


UN  ROVAUME 
D’ENVIRON  DEUX 
CENTS  DE  N06 
. LIEUE5.ET  LONb, 
DE  TR0I5 
X^ETC^  .... 


AWY  LANGUAGE 


K)  ANY  LANGUAGE  , A COOL, 
— MELLOW  OMOKE 
^ \ (MEAN5  

^ A PRINCE  ALBERT 


AFTER  EVERY  CLASS 


IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 


ir^IPE  SMOKERS!  Here  is  a fact  to  bear  in 
mind  about  Prince  Albert.  Prince  Albert  is  blended  by  a special  process 
which  removes  every  hint  of  "bite"  or  harshness  from  the  tobaccos.  So  try 
this  mild,  mellow  tobacco.  Discover  for  yourself  why  Prince  Albert 
is  known  among  men  everywhere  as  "The  National  Joy  Smoke.” 

hiNCE  Albert 
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BE€OMlN(]i  A BON  VIVANT 

THE  IIEi>IOVAL  OF  THE  FHEHHY  FROM  THE  H0TT03I  OF  A 

FOIKTAIL  M.ASS 


Tins  problem  of  removing  the  elusive  cherry  from  the 
bottom  of  your  cocktail  glass  is  to  many  socialites 
almost  impossible  of  solution.  But  to  the  initiate,  that 
select  coterie  of  long  standing  (at  bars),  the  question  is 
decidedly  simple,  and  when  approached  in  the  right  way 
need  j)re.sent  no  difficulties  to  even  the  most  callow 
neojjhyte. 

It  is  almost  absolutely  futile  to  attempt  to  dislodge  the 
cherry  by  tilting  the  gla.ss  over  your  mouth.  The  little 
fruit  refu.ses  to  be  beguiled  in  this  manner,  and  quite  often 
takes  great  sj)ort  in  j)layfnlly  squirting  the  last  dregs  of  the 
drink  at  your  nose,  where  they  present  a most  incriminating 
a])])earance. 

Abjuring  the  direct  and  blunt  methods  which  never  fool 
the  wise  little  cherry,  let  us  proceed  to  the  more  devious, 
subtle  ways  by  which  it  may  be  cozened  from  its  resting 
])lace. 

One  almo.st  infallible  method  is  the  following:  (Be 

forewarned,  however,  that  only  those  of  j)roved  hi.strionic 
ability  should  essay  this  method  of  approach).  First, 
imagine  that  yon  have  been  eating  an  ear  of  corn,  and  that 
a j)ieee  of  it,  after  the  habitual  custom  of  corn  ears  from 
time  immemorial,  has  lodged  it.self  between  two  of  yonr 
teeth.  Then,  discreetly,  but  making  sure  that  the  waiter's 
eye  is  u])on  you,  i)retend  that  you  are  having  difficulty 
with  the  corn.  Borrow  your  companion's  vanity  ca.se,  lift 
your  upj)er  lip,  and  gaze  at  your  teeth.  LTn.sheath  your 
])oeket  penknife,  and  make  furtive  jabs  at  the  offending 
molars.  Then,  reach  for  one  of  the  flowers  in  the  table's 
centerpiece.  The  waiter,  if  he  is  at  all  worthy  of  the 
name,  will  have  .sensed  your  dilemma,  and  fawning 
obsequiously,  will  rush  uj)  and  present  you  with  a tooth- 
])iek.  (Incidentally,  for  thase  who  are  new  to  the  art  of 
dissij)ation,  let  it  be  said  that  a waiter  fawns  beeau.se  his 
mind  is  oti  your  dough).  Wait  until  the  waiter's  back  is 
turned,  and  then,  slowly  and  carefully,  remove  the  cherry 
with  the  toothj)ick. 

.\nother  usually  succe.s.sful  way,  but  one  recommended 
only  for  u.se  in  re.staurants,  since  it  is  .scarcely  conducive  to 
the  retention  of  the  pri.stine  whitene.ss  of  your  ho.stess's 
best  tablecloth,  is  to  reach  for  a ])ack  of  cigarettes  in  the 
center  of  the  table.  As  you  stretch  your  arm  forward, 
it  will  be  found  quite  a simjde  matter  to  u]).set  your  gla.ss. 
This,  however,  must  be  done  cpiickly,  and  the  cherry 
gra,s])ed  and  swallowed  with  the  utmo.st  disi)ateh.  Other- 
wise, your  fair  companion  is  apt  to  get  her  hands  on  the 
coy  bit  of  fruit  ere  you  are  able  to  fore.stall  her. 


"'Don't  you  feel  a draft?" 


When  dining  at  private  homes,  this  procedure  is  advi.sed: 
Tell  a .story  of  your  recent  hunting  trip.  I .se  a knife  to 
illustrate  the  more  exciting  epi.sodes.  Accidentally,  strike 
your  gla.ss  with  the  knife,  making  certain  that  you  hit  it 
with  enough  force  to  break  it.  Li  the  resultant  confusion, 
grab  the  cherry  and  swallow  it  unobserved.  To  remove 
any  embarrassment  on  the  j)art  of  your  hostess,  hold  a 
j)ieee  of  the  gla.ss  before  your  face,  and  announce  that  you 
are  doing  an  imitation  of  a dowager  giving  a gla.s.sy  stare. 
Amid  the  groaning  that  follows  this  remark,  your  lesser 
crime  is  bound  to  j)ass  unnoticed. 

All  the.se  expedients  failing,  you  may  reach  for  the  cherry 
with  your  fingers;  or,  better  still,  call  for  a banana. 


'.‘k> 

That  the  boys  of  'Thirty-Two  sowed  such  cpiantities 
of  wild  oats  brings  a.stonishment  and  wonder. 

And  now  they  wish  the  A.  A.  .V.  would  order  them  to 
])low  their  harvest  under. 


/>//  CtKORfiE  F()(;(i 


IF  you  can  iinagiue  the  author  of  The  Fosfman 

Ring.s  Twice  collal)oratiug  with  Sinclair  Lewis  on 
another  Main  Sfreet  yon  will  have  an  accurate  idea  of 
Appointment  in  Samarra,  hy  John  O’llara.  In  this  case, 
it  is  Main  Street  in  Gibbsyille,  Pennsylvania,  which  is  the 
scene  of  a variety  of  more  or  less  characteristic  American 
activities. 

Mr.  Julian  English,  one  of  the  local  elite,  and  his  wife  are 
attending  a ('hristmas  Jive  party  at  the  country  club. 
After  contemplating  for  .some  time  with  increasing  dislike 
the  hat,  rather  .stupid  looking  face  of  another  gue.st,  IMr. 
Hugh  Reilly,  the  local  hnancier,  Mr.  English  throws  a 
highball  in  his  face. 

From  this  beginning  troubles  come.  English's  busine.ss 
com])etitors  sj)read  the  story  that  the  incident  rehects  an 
anti-(’atholic  attitude,  and  busine.ss  falls  off.  People  in 
the  town  begin  to  take  sides  in  the  argument,  and  the  more 
it  is  spread  the  more  English  worries. 

'Phe  strain  c-au.ses  him  to  humiliate  his  wife  publicly  in  a 
road  hou.se  near  town.  Next,  worry  gets  him  into  a fight 
in  the  club  with  a one-armed  World  War  hero.  With  his 
busine.ss  declining,  his  wife  on  her  way  to  a divorce,  and 
his  rei)iitation  in  the  town  lo.st,  Mr.  English  .solves  the 
situation  by  going  into  his  garage,  locking  the  door  and 
starting  the  motor  of  the  16  cylinder  (’adillac. 

Regardle.ss  of  the  rather  morbid  character  of  the  plot, 
the  .story  is  lively  rather  than  depre.ssing;  no  reader  will 
suffer  with  the  characters  becau.se  they  are  too  well 
.satisfied  with  them.selves. 

('ritics  say  that  ]Mr.  O'llara  has  a lively  .sen.se  of  the 
American  speech,  but  his  real  excellence  is  in  the  one  line 
de.scriptions  of  ]>eople.  Lydia,  the  news])aj)er  woman's 
favorite  adjective  for  herself  is  keen;  “she  went  around 
looking  keen  during  all  her  waking  hours,"  on  the  other 
hand  Caroline  had  the  Bryn  Mawr  manner  “whieh  means 
cpiick  maturity  and  an  everla.sting  tendency  to  enthu- 
siasm.” How  easily  the.se  lines  fit  people  we  all  know! 

.\11  the  characters  of  tin'  li)Jf  sceiu'  are  tht're;  (he  local 
Nabobs  who  have  few  restraints,  the  bootleggers,  who  are 
trying  to  appear  like  the  Nabobs  and  the  middle  cla.ss  who 


di.sai)|)ro\'e  of  both  the  others.  This  is  a first  novel  which 
seems  likely  to  continue  its  already  considerable  succe.ss. 

There’s  a new  Frankenstein  with  wood  cuts  by  Lynd 
Ward,  who  will  be  remembered  for  God's  Man.  In  it  the 
monster  reaches  a new  high  point  for  monstrosity.  Not  to 
be  outdone,  Rockwell  Kent  is  j)td)lishing  a wood  cut  edition 
of  ('anterhurp  Tales.  Both  will  make  good  Chri.stmas 
gifts  for  your  English  profe.s.sors. 

Jeeves,  P.  IL  Wodehou.se’s  “gentleman’s  gentleman," 
has  reappeared  in  numerous  troubles  in  Hrinklep  Manor. 
He’s  beginning  to  rej)eat  him.self  a little. 

Numerous  books  about  Ru.ssia  enjoyed  a boom  when 
the  United  States  recognized  the  Soviet  Union,  but  mo.st 
of  them  were  by  people  who  expected  to  go  back  and  who 
con.serpiently  insured  a jdeasant  welcome  by  extreme  care 
in  writing.  Others  were  by  political  and  .social  radicals  who 
were  likely  to  ba.se  their  judgments  on  emotional  con- 
siderations. Now,  however,  a comjH'tent  ob.server,  Mr. 
Win.  H.  (diamberlin,  for  twelve  years  Russian  correspon- 
dent of  the  C'hri.siian  Science  Monitor,  has  been  tran.sferrcd 
to  China,  and  has  taken  the  opportunity  to  write  lin.s-sia's 
Iron  Age  without  fear  of  cen.sorship. 

Little  Man,  W hat  Xow?  That  very  depressing  story  of 
post-war  Berlin,  has  a succe.ssor.  Hans  Fallada’s  The 
W'orld  Outside  has  been  announced  for  November  1.5. 

The  “American  Tragedy"  trial  in  Pennsylvania  has  so 
stimulated  sales  for  that  .sordid  and  turgid  tale  that  the 
publishers  have  bestirred  theimselves  and  put  ou  the 
market  a new  one-dollar  edition  and  report  that  the  baby 
is  doing  nicely. 

It  is  .said  that  twenty-one  stores  rejiorted  their  best 
seller  as  /,  Claudins.  by  Robert  Graves  (no  relation,  as 
Time  would  say). 

English  divorce  laws  are  getting  a good  American  airing- 
in  the  wide  popularity  of  A.  P.  Herbert’s  Holji  Deadlock. 
New  Yorker’s  are  e.specially  intere.sted  to  judge  by  the 
.sales  reports. 

If  the  {ire.sent  production  continues  there  .soon  will  be  a 
cojiy  of  the  book  for  every  one  of  the  lOO.OOO.OOO  Guinea 
Figs.  It  is  in  its  twenty-fifth  jirinting  and  .still  a best 
.seller. 
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We'll  never  get  rid  of  tlie  ('lass  of  'Thirty-Four, 
’(’ause  every  darned  one  of  'em  is  baek  for  more. 


We  hear  that  the  dorm  beds  are  the  epitome  of  solid 
comfort.  At  lea.st  it  has  been  .said  that  they  are  hard  as 
rocks. 


The  fir.st  nndi.st  in  hi.story  was  Mark  Anthony,  who,  in 
his  funeral  eulogy  of  Julius  ('ae.sar,  apj)ealed  to  the  Roman 
])eople  to  “bare  with  me.” 


“This  ought  to  get  to  the  .seat  of  the  classroom  trouble,” 
mnrniured  the  teacher  as  he  .si)aidved  the  class  ringleader. 


I wonder  where  my  mother  learned 
The  thing's  .she  tells  me  not  to  do. 

For  lots  of  thoughts  that  are  revealed 
Fm  certain  aren’t  imj)rom])tu. 

My  i)arents  say  that  times  have  changed 
■Vnd  though  its  (pieer,  it  seems  to  me 
'Fhat  ])arties  must  have  l)een  the  .same 
-Vnd  “whooi)ee”  reached  a high  degree. 

For  often  when  1 leave  my  home 
My  {)arents  wave  a fond  good-bye. 

And  with  each  wave  is  .some  advice 
On  how  to  act  when  for  a ride. 

“Now  don't  stay  out  too  late,  my  child, 

.Vnd  if  the  j)arty  gets  too  rough 
1 hope  that  Jerry  and  you'll  know 
The  time  when  yon  have  had  enough. 

To  use  both  hands,  his  car  to  steer — 

■Vnd  come  right  in  when  you  come  home. 
Don't  loiter  on  the  porch,  my  dear.” 

I bet  no  cherub  innocence  has  always 
Harbored  o'er  the.se  two. 

.Vnd  I wonder  where  my  mother  learned 
The  things  she  tells  me  not  to  do. 

— X-nn/. 


'33 

Here’s  to  the  Cla.ss  of  'Thirty-Three, 
How  tho.se  guys  could  drink  tea. 


^‘Didn't  I tell  tpn  never  to  darken  mij  door  ogain?" 


T II  E ()  L I)  E I N E 
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Yes,  we’re  working 
our  way  through 

College 

Selling  subscriptions  to  a 
darned  good  magazine! 

And  as  for  you  Alumni,  why  not 

SIX  HOMECOMINGS 

a year  instead  of  only  one? 

Here's  how: 

As  a special  offer,  we’ll  send  you  the  remaining  four  issues  of 
THE  OLD  LINE  for  a mere  75/. 

Or,  if  you  like,  you  can  have  all  six  on  payment  of  one  dollar. 

And  for  once,  here's  a coupon  big  enough  to  write  something  on 
so  that  it  can  be  read— 

Knclosed  is  5 for issues  of  THFi  OLD  LINK. 

Send  ’em  to: 


Address 


Name 


Tivenfii 
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And  of  tlie  (’lass  of  Twenty- 
Seven, 

Few,  if  any,  will  f>et  to  Heaven. 


’NOd'llEK  VERSION 

Nine  f>Teen  Ereslinien  one  had  a <late. 

Here  comes  her  hnshand,  now  there 
are  eight. 

Eight  scared  Freshmen,  j)raying  to 
heaven. 

Then  came  j)robation  .slips,  and  now 
there  are  seven. 

Seven  little  Freshmen,  all  from  the 
.sticks. 

One  got  a job,  then  there  were  six. 

Six  j)oor  Fre.shmen,  one  had  to  dive 

Into  Hrent  ])ond,  then  there  were  five. 

Five  bold  Fre.shmen,  smoking  .secretly. 


AT  ANY  HOUSE  DANCE 

Hello. 

Hello. 

I don’t  believe  I’ve  seen  yovi  before, 
are  yon  a Freshman? 

No. 

Sophomore? 

No. 

Junior? 

No. 

Senior? 

No,  I don’t  go  here. 

Oh! 


’2(5 

Don’t  tell  ns  about  ’Twenty-Six, 
They  left  the  U.  in  an  awfnl  fix. 


’25 

Of  the  ’Twenty-five’s,  we  know 
it  well. 

That  the  entire  cla.ss  was  dumb 
as  Hell. 


THE  NIGHT  WAS  FILLED 
WITH  AlUSK’.  W-ell,  not  completcln 
filled.  You  can’t  get  anything  .straight 
these  days.  Anyway,  THE  KNIGHT 
WAS  FILLED  WITH  MUSK’.  Well, 
he  was  filled.  We  wouldn’t  bet  our 
last  dollar  that  it  was  just  music. 
Where  was  I?  Oh,  yes,  THE  NIGHT 
WAS  FILTHY  WITH  MUSIC.  Mu.st 
be  a Rossbourg.  Suffice  it  to  say 
(C'ooley)  the  night  was  filthy.  To  go 
back— THE  NIGHT  WAS  FILLED 
WITH  MUSING.  That  leaves  no 
room  for  me.  Good  night! 


Soon  came  .some  So])homores,  then 
there  were  three. 

'Phrce  .stupid  Freshmen,  struggling  to 
get  through. 

Cribbed  in  the  finals,  then  there  were 
two. 


Two  weary  Fre.shmen,  one  couldn’t 
run. 


('rossed  (’ollege  Avenue,  then  there 
was  one. 

One  lonely  Freshman,  full  of  rye  and 
wine. 


Looked  in  the  mirror,  then  there  were 
nine! 


— Reserve  Red  (\it. 


"Ladij,  eoidd  youse  spare  a piece  of  eake? 
Today's  my  birthday." 


“They’ve  ju.st  di.scovered  a fellow 
who  hasn’t  broken  a single  law  since 
1!)20.’’ 

"How  did  he  ever  manage  it?” 

“ By  dying  in  that  year.  ” 


(’ampus:  "I  hear  Pete  had  to  sell 

his  car.” 

('orpus:  “Yes,  it  .shook  .so  much 

you  couldn’t  read  the  wi.se-cracks.” 


'24 

_____ 

’28 

In  the  dear  old  (’lass  of  Twenty- 

And  then  there  was  the  prize  dog 

And  sj)caking  of  the  ('la.ss  of 

Four, 

which  ha<l  fifteen  offsprings  and  who.se 

Twenty-Eight, 

d'he  men  wen'  ugly  and  tin* 

name  was  “Outboard  Motor  ” .... 

Ib'ck!  They  didn’t  graduate. 

women  bores. 

y'know — Pup-pup-pup-pup — . 

Rice  Oirl. 

they  got  the  gate. 

EDGEWORTH  HAS 

MILDNESS  W FLAVOR 


JUST  AS  A FOOTBAU 

f 


A GOOD 
PIPE  TOBACCO 
MUST  HAVE  ^Oth 

MILDNESS 

cund 

FLAVOR 


Now,  Mr.  Pipe-Smoker,  you 
may  have  the  tobacco  flavor 
you  enjoy,  with  the  mildness  that 
makes  comfortable  smoking  a cer- 
tainty. 

Edgeworth,  from  the  finest  pipe 
tobacco  grown,  gives  you  rich, 
full-bodied  flavor — and  is  so  mild 
you  can  smoke  it  all  day  long. 

Smokes  slowly — a tin  lasts  a 
long  time.  Some  smokers  report 
fifty  minutes  to  an  hour  per  pipe- 
ful. So — why  punish  yourself  with 


“cheap”  tobacco  when  a tin  of 
Edgeworth  gives  you  many  more 
hours  of  smoking  pleasure.  It’s 
not  the  first  cost — it’s  the  hours 
you  get  in  smoking  that  count. 

Besides  the  \ '^(p  pocket  package, 
Edgeworth  is  sold  in  all  sizes 
up  to  pounds.  Some  in  vacuum 
packed  tins  in  which  the  tobacco 
remains  the  same  in  any  climate. 
Made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  & 
Bro.  Co.,  Tobacconists  since  1877, 
Richmond,  Va. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


T ivent}j-two 


The  fraters  were  liaving  a very  solemn  meeting.  Siid- 
(lejily  a knock  was  heard  on  the  door,  and  a timid  young 
])ledge  entered. 

“('an  I have  a glass  of  water,  sir.^”  he  asked  nervously. 

“do  ahead  and  take  one,”  called  an  active,  (jnile 
annoyed. 

Soon  the  pledge  returned  and  requested  another  glass 
of  water. 

“Take  it  and  get  out,  damn  it,”  they  growled. 

Once  again  he  returned.  “Another  gla.ss,  plea.se.” 

“Go  ahead,  go  ahead,”  was  the  sarca.stieally  sweet  tone. 

lie  was  back. 

“ May  I — ” 

“Say,  what  the  hell!”  they  exi)loded,  “you  sure  got  a 
lou.sy  thir.st,  eh?” 

“Not  at  all,  sir,”  .said  the  j)ledge  timidly,  “hut  the  house 
is  on  fire,  sir.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 


I sneezed  a sneeze  into  the  air. 

It  fell,  I do  not  know  quite  where, 

Hut  hard  and  cold  were  the  looks  of  those 
In  whose  vicinity  I .snoze. 


“But  Mr.'i.  Thistlebottam,  what  will  the  bo.'i.'t  think — 
u'ithout  a chaperon?" 


“You  .say  .several  college  men  proposed  to  you?”  he 
said  savagely. 

“Yes,  .several,”  replied  the  wife.  “Really  quite  a 
number.” 

“Well,  I only  wish  you  had  married  the  first  damn  fool 
who  proposed.” 

“I  did.” 

— Ranger. 


Martha  (aged  nine):  “Daddy,  is  coft'erdani  a bad 

word?  ” 

Father:  “No,  my  dear,  it  is  perfectly  all  right.” 
Martha:  “Well,  my  teacher  has  a bad  cold,  and  I hope 
she'll  cofferdam  head  off.” 

— Bour  Owl. 


“When  I looked  out  of  the  window,  Johnny,  I was  glad 
to  .see  you  playing  marbles  with  Hilly  Simpkins.” 

“We  wasn’t  playing  marbles,  Ma.  We  just  had  a fight, 
and  I was  helping  him  pick  uj)  his  teeth.” 

— Bo.tton  Bean  pot. 
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Tweiiiy-tlirec 


( leopatra  smeared  her  faee 
Witli  bear-grease  and  with  honey. 

And  started  a fad  for  tlie  present  race 
That  costs  a lot  of  money. 

Blue  and  White. — 


“And  they  call  America  tlie  land  of 
free  speech,”  grumbled  the  Scotchman 
as  the  operator  told  him  to  drop  a 
nickle  in  the  slot. 

— (\unbrid<je  Review. 


.Vt  a recent  house  dance  a couple 
nearly  killed  each  other  by  choking, 
pulling  hair,  and  kicking  shins.  In- 
stead of  interfering,  the  crowd  merely 
stood  by  and  cheered,  thinking  they 
were  doing  the  carioca. 


The  following  notice  appeared  in  the 
“Frantic”  column  of  one  of  our  leading 
newspapers:  “If  V.  M.,  who  deserted 
his  wife  and  baby  boy  twenty  years 
ago  will  come  back,  aforesaid  baby 
boy  will  knock  hell  out  of  him.” 

— Aggievator. 
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'rwenty-Two 

was  the  (pieerest 

of  years. 

The  women  s 

hunued  the  boys. 

poor  dears. 

Son;  “Why  has  Marjorie  never 
gone  with  Santa  Claus,  Pop?” 

Pop:  “Ilecause  there  ain’t  no 

Santa  Claus,  Son.” 


Father:  “What  did  you  and  Joe 

talk  about  last  night,  dear?” 

Daughter:  “Oh,  we  talked  about 

our  kith  and  kin.” 

Small  Brother:  “ Yeth,  pop,  I heard 
’em.  He  seth,  “Kin  I have  a kith?” 
and  .she  .seth,  “Yeth,  you  kin.” 

— Cambridge  Review. 
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Hurrah!  Hurrah!  For  ’Twenty- 
Three, 

Was  there  a class  that  year? 
Oh,  pardon  me. 


I used  to  eat  Kruncho  for  breakfast 
every  morning.  I’d  split  open  the  top 
of  the  neat  package  with  my  trusty 
bread  knife,  sprinkle  a quantity  of  the 
cereal  in  an  ordinary  oatmeal  dish, 
pour  in  ju.st  enough  cream,  and  then 
coat  the  mixture  with  some  plain  white 
sugar.  It  wasn’t  .so  bad  when,  grasping 
the  edge  of  the  bed  to  j)ull  myself  out 
mornings,  I’d  tear  the  bed  to  bits  under 
me.  I didn't  mind  particularly  when 
the  steering  wheel  crum|)led  under  my 
hands  and  we  turned  over  three  times 
in  the  ditch.  I thought  it  was  humorous 
when  I banged  the  door  at  the  Brother- 
hood meeting  and  the  house  fell  to  the 
ground.  But  when  I tried  to  kiss  the 
only  girl  I ever  loved  and  broke  her 
neck,  I went  back  to  oranges. 


YOU  DON’T  IIAVK  TO 
PASS  ANATOM  IKS, 
PSYCHOLOGIKS, 
OKA  I)  AND  DYING, 

lan(  ',ka(;ks  to 

WIN  A 

M.G.D* 

Come  to  the 

Varsity  Grill 

* {Master  Gastroyiomic  Delights) 
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Bemcmber  the  Class  of  'Twenty-  | 

One,  I 

riicir  heads  were  .stpiare  and  their 
brains  were  numb. 


“And  he  has  a scar  running  from  the 
corner  of  his  mouth  to  his  ear.” 

“What  is  it?  .V  Panatella?” 

—Bell  Hop. 


They  stood  on  the  Brooklyn  bridge  and  gazed  over  the 
j)lacidly  undulating  waters.  Before  them  stretched 
crowded  shores,  oily  ripples  of  water  and  an  incessant 
.stream  of  boats.  Behind  them,  in  the  distance,  ro.se  the 
fog-enveloped  spires  of  New  York's  Skyline.  Far  down 
the  river  lay  the  Brooklyn  Navy  Yards.  “That’s  a man- 
o’-war  over  there,”  he  .said  casually.  “Then  that  little 
boat  that’s  pulling  it  must  be  a lug-o’-war,”  she  smirked. 
The  authorities  had  one  helluva  time  finding  her  laxly. 

— Purple  Parrot. 


A teacher  corrected  a boy  who  had  said:  “I  ain’t  going 
there.” 

“That's  no  way  to  talk.  Listen:  I am  not  going  there; 
thou  are  not  going  there;  he  is  not  going  there;  we  are  not 
going  there;  you  are  not  going  there;  they  are  not  going 
there.  Do  you  get  the  idea?” 

“Yes,  ma’am.  They  ain't  nobody  going.” 

Parents  u.sed  to  worry  about  daughter’s  matrimonial 
chances.  Now  they  just  send  her  to  a co-ed  school. 

— Xewark  Advocate. 


Tiventy-jour 
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SOONER  OR 

LATER . . . 

You  will  turn  to  the  merchants 
who  advertise  in  The  Old  Line — 

Because  you  will  find  them  more 
progressive,  more  reasonable,  more 
courteous,  and  more  alert  than  their 
more  backward  competitors. 

You  will  Find  that  those  who 
advertise  on  these  pages  are  almost 
without  exception,  the  leaders  in 
their  Field. 

Three  signposts  will  guide  you 
to  their  doors — Quality,  Service, 
and  Economy — and  when  you  buy 
From  them,  say  "\  saw  your  ad  in 
The  Old  Line.^^  They’ll  appreciate 
it,  and  so  will  we. 


•l«»in  tlio  of  the  Moiith’^ 

Club — Win  a Froo  Box 
of  Life  Savers 

Get  in  on  this  prize  contest  and  let  yonr  pet  “grin 
snatcher”  win  you  more  than  just  a laugh.  Ye  eds  of 
The  Old  Line  want  to  know  who  are  really  the  wits 
of  the  campus  this  year. 

Each  issue  a snappy  cellophaned  box  of  assorted 
LIFE  SAVERS  (eleven  different  flavors,  count  ’em) 
will  he  awarded  for  the  best  grin  getter  submitted  by 
a student.  All  pet  jokes  will  be  judged  by  the 
editors  of  this  publication.  Their  decision  will  be 
regarded  as  final. 

Also  the  right  to  imblish  any  joke  is  reserved. 

Don’t  waste  that  good  joke  on  your  roommate, 
send  it  in  and  tickle  yonr  sweet-tooth  with  your 
funny  bone. 

The  winner  of  this  month’s  contest  will  be  an- 
nounced in  the  next  issue  of  The  Old  Line. 


WINNER  OF  LAST  MONTH’S 
LIFE  SAVER  CONTEST 

John  iMclNTiuE,  'JS 
ir/u)  was  found  (juilty  of  the  foUowiny: 

Was  I fast?  Listen,  guy,  when  I i)layed  for  Mary- 
land, every  time  I hit  one  of  many  home  runs  I reached 
first  ba.se  before  the  sj)ectators  could  hear  the  crack  of  the 
bat.  Then  when  I rounded  second,  the  second  baseman 
usually  said  .something  that  made  me  .sore,  .so  I .slapped  the 
third  baseman  in  the  catcher's  month.  Not  bad,  eh? 


Candidate  for  the  Old  Line:  “You  sit  down  on  every 
joke  I send  in.” 

All  ison:  “Well,  I wouldn't  if  there  were  any  point  to 

them.” 


A man  wandered  into  a tennis  tournament  and  sat  down 
on  the  bench.  “Whose  game?”  he  asked.  A shy  young 
thing  sitting  next  to  him  looked  uj)  ho|)efully.  “I  am,” 
she  rc])licd. 

— Miiyu'inup. 


KOIM) 


Lady’s  purse  left  in  my  ear  while  parked.  Owner  can 
have  same  by  j)ayiiif>'  for  this  ad.  If  she  will  explain  to 
my  wife  how  the  j)iir.se  got  there  I will  pay  for  the  ad 
myself.  I’hone  ^1-1*23  League  (’ity. 

— Maltcas-er. 


"M 

Here's  lo  the  (’lass  of  ’Thirty-One, 

d'hey  didn’t  learn  mneh,  but  they  had  their  fun. 


DON  MURRAY'S 

UNIVERSITY  of  MARYLAND 
COLLEGIANS 

.\N  .ALL-MARYL.\N1)  HAM)  Wmi 
SPKCIAL  RATICS  FOR  Till-:  HILL— 

“the  comitifi  college  band” 

Fred  WariuH 

On  Cani|)us  I’otoinac  3100 


Tailor:  “When  your  father  sent  yon  for  samples  of 

eloth,  didn’t  he  say  what  color  and  material  he  wanted?’’ 
Small  Boy:  I don’t  think  it  matters,  sir.  lie  wants 

them  for  pen  wipers.” 


Frosh;  “How  do  yon  spend  yonr  allowance?” 

Joe  College:  “ Oh,  about  30  per  cent  for  board  and  room, 
50  per  cent  for  clothes,  20  per  cent  for  gas,  10  per  cent  for 
dates,  and  another  10  per  cent  for  tuition.” 

Frosh:  “But  that  adds  up  to  120  per  cent.” 

Joe  College:  “Tint’s  right.” 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 


SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


Time  To  Submit  Those  Christmas  Orders  To: 


Just  Stop  In  and  Look  Around 


Announcing 


To  the  co-eds  of  the  University,  the 
recent  opening  of  Madeline' s Beauty 
Shop,  Hyatts\'ille 

— with  expert  operator  formerly  of 
the  Emile  Shop,  Washington. 

— with  a fifty  cent  service. 

— with  doors  open  until  eight- 
thirt}’  in  the  evening. 


Madeline  Beauty  Shop 

“We  Appreciate  Your  Trial” 

Hyattsville,  Md. 

llyattsville  562 
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Lm  no  dirt  farmer 
but  I was  brought  up  on  a 
tobacco  farm  and  I know 
mild  ripe  tob  acco . . . 

have  a Chesterfield 


J)own  where  tobacco 
is  grown  folks  say  . . . 

"It’s  no  wonder  that  so  many  people 
smoke  Chesterfield  cigarettes. 

"To  begin  with  they  buy  mild  ripe 
tobacco  . . . and  then  they  age  it. 

"It  costs  a lot  of  money  . . . hut 
it’s  the  one  way  to  make  a milder,  het- 
ter-tastin«  cigarette.” 


© 1931,  Liggett  & Myeu.s  Tobacco  Co. 


Copyright,  1931,  B.  J.  Beynolds  Tobacco  Company 

AFTER  EVERY  CLASS  . 

IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 

If  you  would  like  to  find  out  how  good  your  pipe  really  can  taste, 
try  Prince  Albert.  This  excellent  secret  blend  of  choice,  top-quality 
tobaccos  is  treated  by  a special  process  which  removes  all  trace  of 
"bite.”  Smoke  a pipeful  of  mellow  Prince  Albert  and  see  for  your- 
self why  pipe  smokers  everywhere  call  it  "The  National  Joy  Smoke.”  S 

i>RiNCE  Albert 


’T 


^Tt)c  ?Bmbcrsitp  of  illarplant) 

(!^Ib  i.ine 


“IpuletJitp’’  i^umber 


December,  1934 
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It’s  that  annual 

Prom  Number 

Featuring  . . . 

“The  Prominental,"“  the  step  you’ll  want  to  trip 
at  the  Prom.  Remarkable  action  shots  posed  by 
Flo  and  Fred,  local  ballet'aches  .... 

The  History  of  The  Rossbourg  Club,  Maryland's 
oldest  social  organization  .... 

The  Imbibing  Reporter  will  stalk  again  . . . . 

And  an  extra  large  scooping  of  dirt  in  Around  The 
Hill . . . .as  well  as  the  other  regular  features  .... 
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....  Christening; 

BHFITTIN(ii  the  post  wliicli  il  liolds  is  our  new  page 
heading  seen  for  the  first  time  ahov'c.  Thinking  to 
add  a bit  of  tone  and  tradition  to  onr  pet  department,  we 
ordered  onr  long-snffering  art  editor  to  draw  it  np,  and  it 
receives  its  l)aptism  of  ink  with  this  issue. 

It  was  only  after  the  jol)  was  pretty  well  finished  np  that 
it  was  called  to  our  attention  that  were  the  two  excellent 
specimens  of  the  Testndinata  in  the  opposing  />ine-nps  to 
he  smitten  by  their  riders  as  shown,  each  would  aj)proaeh 
the  other,  can.sing  the  “New  Line”  to  collapse  right  down 
into  the  type  that  yon  are  reading.  But  we  liked  the 
perky,  knowing,  sophisticated  looks  on  the  Terps,  .so  we 
decided  to  overlook  the  technical  difficulty. 

-Vnd  just  in  case  you’re  really  worried,  we  solemnly 
l)romise  not  to  end  this  article  with  the  old  wheeze : “ Well, 
I'll  hang  my  close  on  this  line.”  You’re  quite  welcome. 


Mother  Goose  and  Poppa  Ganda 

SOMETHING  we’ll  bet  you’ve  never  given  a thought 
is  excellently  and  amply  treated  in  the  current 
Allaniic  MoritJdij,  by  Bergen  Evans,  a young  English  {)rof 
at  Northwestern,  under  the  title  “Nursery  Crimes.” 
“There  can  be  little  doubt,”  argues  the  Prof,  “that  for 
generations  infants  have  been  subtly  poisoned  with  anti- 
social propaganda  insidiously  conveyed  to  them  through 
the  harmless-.seeming  media  of  nursery  rhymes  and  stories. 

‘ Let  me  write  a nation’s  songs’  a sage  ob.served,  ‘ and  I 
care  not  who  write  its  laws.’  And  certainly  the  forces 
which  dictated  the  baneful  ballads  of  our  bassinets  were 
sini.ster!”  continues  Mr.  Evans.  To  prove  his  j)oinl,  he 
cites  the  example  of  one  J.  Horner: 

“ Little  Jack  Horner  sat  in  a corner 
Eating  his  Christmas  pie. 

He  put  in  his  thumb  and  pulled  out  a ])lum, 

.\nd  said  ‘What  a good  boy  am  I’.” 

“Obviously  a picture  of  a sullen  and  inhibited  child,” 
diagnoses  Prof.  Evans,  “who,  conscious  of  his  own  greedi- 
ness and  execrable  table  manners,  .soothes  him.self  with 
dangerous  .self-laudation.  Students  of  the  snlq'ect  are 


undecided,  but  it  is  not  unlikely  that  there  is  a sinister 
political  suggestiou  in  I he  a|)|)roval  ex|)re.s.sed  at  theoblaiii- 
iug  of  the  {)lum  in  a manner  which  openly  defies  conv(*n- 
tion.” 

■Vnd  of  Miss  Daw: 

“See-saw,  Margery  Daw, 

Jenny  shall  have  a new  master. 

She  shall  have  but  a j)enny  a day. 

Because  she  won't  work  any  faster!” 

“ It  is  dreadful  to  think  that  this  in.stance  of  the  mi.streat- 
me!it  of  a worker  is  taught  to  babes  as  a merry  song! 
Jenny's  wages  are  to  be  cut  below  the  level  of  subsi.stence 
becau.se  of  her  effort  to  maintain  a rate  of  j)roduction  that 
would  ensure  continued  employment.  There  is  much 
uncertainty  regarding  Margery  Daw,  but  as  ‘.see-saw’ 
carries  an  unmistakable  sugge.stion  of  the  fluctuations  of 
dividends  it  is  generally  assumed  that  she  was  an  irate 
.stockholder  whose  greed  initiated  theoj)j)ressive  measures." 

....  Discrepancy 

IT  may  -seem  a minor,  trivial  thing,  but  it  is  one  which 
has  puzzled  us  nonet hele.ss.  It  will  be  ob.servetl  that 
the  wide,  paneled  door,  tagged  “EE  L25,”  which  leads  to 
the  capacious,  luxurious  rest  room  on  the  fir.st  floor  of  the 
Library,  with  its  glazed  terrazo  floors  and  tricky  chromium 
soap  dispensers,  is  placarded  l)oldly  and  unequivocally, 
“MEN.”  Yet  in  the  ba.sement  below,  the  small  door  off 
the  concrete  corridor  which  clo.ses  the  janitor’s  cell-like 
washroom  is  emblazoned  with  a large  bra.ss  sign  on  which 
is  the  word  “GENTLEMEN." 

....  Indoor  Sport 

NOW  that  the  leaden  winter  sky  frowns  chill  and 
bleak,  the  little  coterie  which  formerly  lounged  upon 
the  front  steps  to  the  Library  has  retreated  to  the  more 
orderly  confines  of  the  Heading  Hoorn,  there  to  lounge  the 
more,  but  less  obnoxiou.sly. 

Each  year,  this  migration  marks  the  formal  opening  of 

{Please  tarn  page) 
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{Contiuued  from  preceding  pone) 

I he  winter  season,  and  witli  it,  we  too  have  taken  np  onee 
again  onr  favorite  indoor  s])ort.  We  too  liave  adjourned 
within  doors. 

You  might  think  our  i>asttime  inane  and  purposeless, 
but  it  combines  exercise  with  entertainment,  and  quickens 
tlie  powers  of  ob.servation.  It  consists  in  taking  a few 
cadenced  laps  around  the  Reading  Room. 

Tlie  game  is  very  simple,  and  has  few  rules.  One  usually 
goes  around  in  a counter-clockwi.se  direction,  and  on  the 
fir.st  laj),  one  olxserves  who  is  there,  and  with  whom. 
Ile.stowing  a di.screet  nod  here,  and  a paternal  pat  on  the 
liead  there,  the  first  tonr  is  continued  in  silence  and  with- 
out a halt.  The  .second  turn  about  reveals  the  inevitable 
reading  room  type.s — the  student,  with  glasses,  a stack  of 
books,  and  a slide  rule  ....  the  lovers,  close  together  ami 
starry-eyed,  with  their  open  but  unscanned  books  upside 
down  for  all  they  know  ....  the  loafer,  slouched  in  a half- 
reclining  posture,  and  j-eading  and  sleeping  over  one  of  the 
lighter  magazines  ....  one  or  two  surreptitious  yet 
animated  gabfests  ....  and  a few  scattered  students  half- 
heartedly writing  away  ....  They  are  always  there  .... 
and  always  doing  the  same  things. 

The  third  laj)  is  executed  with  more  levity  and  freedom. 
One  ])icks  up  a ])eriodical  here,  scans  the  pages,  and  puts  it 
down  seven  tables  away.  One’s  greetings  become  more 
audible,  with  frequent  pauses  for  exchanges  of  pleasantries. 
\’ariety  is  lent  by  occasionally  pulling  a set  of  curtains 
smartly  to,  giving  the  world  globe  a spin  as  one  goes  by, 
or  switching  over  to  the  center  aisle. 

Three  or  four  laps  u.sually  brings  a frown  to  the  vi.sage  of 
Ihe  assistant  librarian,  and  a fifth  or  sixth  may  actually 
incur  reproof.  But  as  a final  gesture  of  defiance,  one 
always  pnts  a cigarette  in  his  mouth  while  .still  in  the 
room,  and  then  lights  it  while  going  pa.st  the  desk.  One 
has  then  done  his  duty  for  the  day. 


My  I)e  .\R  M R.  (’l.yu.s: 

I’lea.se  do  be  careful  this  year  and  do  not  bring  my 
dear  little  girls  anything  which  would  tend  to  under- 
mine their  sense  of  the  fitness  of  things  or  make 
them  too  happy  or  carefree. 

I would  suggest  that  you  bring  me  about  twenty- 
five  new  rides  to  hang  on  the  tree  for  them,  including 
new  re.strictions  on  Seniors,  Juniors,  Sojihomores, 
and  Freshmen  women.  You  might  also  sprinkle  a 
few  more  bright  bulbs  along  the  jiath  u|)  to  Brent 
Hall. 

Sincerely, 

De.V.N  .VdKLE  SlA.MP. 


“ I’oi),  I've  decided  to  become  an  arti.st.  Haven't  any 
objections  have  you?” 

“Well,  no — provided,  of  course,  you  don’t  intend  to 
draw  on  me.” 

— Lampoon. 


Pearl;  “ ^ on  really  ought  to  come  to  Shrimptou  with 
me  next  summer.  I had  a wonderful  time  there  this  year. 
I won  a beauty  competition.” 

Ruby:  “No,  I think  I'd  rather  go  to  a more  crowded 

|)lace.” 

— Mentor. 


(’ustomer;  “I  wish  to  bny  an  appropriate  gift  for  a 
bride — .something  timely  and  .striking.” 

Merchant;  “How  about  a clock?” 

^Scranton  Scratcti. 
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“Flection  Het?" 


HOW  WEBSTER  DEFINES  THEM: 

Pel — a small  animal. 

('ozy — warm  and  comfortable. 

(lin — cottonseed  removing  machine. 

(Jat — archaic  preterite  of  verb,  “to  get.” 

Neck — e.vtended  part  of  an  object. 

C’ockeyed — one  epe  each  way. 

Broad — wide,  spacion.s,  va.si. 

Drunk — past  of  drink. 

(iold-digger — miner  of  the  'Jt9's. 

Still — qniet. 


THOSE  DOI  BITTE  DON'TS 

My  parents  told  me  not  to  smoke — I don't. 

Nor  listen  to  a naughty  joke — I don't. 

They  told  me  it  was  wrong  to  wink 
At  handsome  men,  or  ever  think 
About  intoxicating  drink — I don't. 

To  dance  or  flirt  was  very  wrong-  1 don't. 

Wild  girls  cha.se  men  and  wine  and  .song — 1 don't. 
I kiss  no  men,  not  even  one — 

In  fact  I don’t  even  know  how  it’s  done; 

^ on  wouldn’t  think  I have  much  fun — I DON'  I'l 
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Hki.en  Wollman:  (Southern  accent,  North 

Haltimore)  “ I should  sa’  I am  better  off  this 
year  than  las'.  You  may  think  that  all  1 got 
out  o’  this  coed  cheah  leadin’  racket  was  a 
white  sweatah  an’  a bunch  o’  flowahs,  but  I 
got  mail  pikchah  in  the  rotos,  an’  I really  go 
fo’  that.  1 have  mah  public  to  think  of 
now.” 


Gene  Kressin:  “You  bet  I’m  better  off 

now  than  in  my  Junior  year.  Last  year  all  I 
got  out  of  the  Footlight  Club  was  a little  lead 
in  Berkley  Square  and  a can  of  grease  paint — 
which  I snitched.  But  now  I’\'e  had  a 
chance  to  play  Death.  I liked  very  much  to 
play  the  part  of  Death.  It  gave  me  a chance 
to  be  a dyed-in-the-wool  villain.” 


Corporal  Carl,  Campus  Copper:  “Don’t  h c.  Bvrd:  “WELL!  I I ! !” 

get  me  messed  up  in  any  thing  like  that,  as  I 
don’t  want  to  be  ciuoted.  In  fact,  I refuse  to 
commit  myself.  Furthermore,  you’d  better 
move  that  pile  of  junk  off  the  Library  steps, 
because  l’\e  wasted  two  pads  of  tickets  on  it 
already.” 


IMBIBI 


Today’s  lead 


Are  you  betters 


this  ti 


jfi 

I 


W'.URREN  Tvdinos:  “ Yes,  I believe  that  I am. 
This  time  last  year  1 was  worried  about  my 
own  political  affairs,  anil  now  I'm  worried 
about  eieryone  else’s.  1 am  sure  that  the 
Unixersity  is  much  better  off  under  m\- 
guidance  than  it  e\er  was  before.  I am  also 
doing  pretty  well  financialh",  as  being  Presi- 
dent of  the  S.  G.  A.  (Some  Graft  Allowed) 
has  its  advantages.  By  the  time  1 go  out  of 
office  I’ll  be  able  to  buy  a ring,  a new  coupe, 
and  make  the  down  payment  of  a small  farm.” 


! 
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Serrii 


EPORTER 


1 e s t i o n : 
w than  you  were 
it  year? 


John  Simpson:  “No!  In  fact,  I’m  e\en 

worse  off  now  than  I was  last  year.  The 
gentle  art  of  football  isn’t  what  it  used  to  be, 
and  they  e\  en  expect  we  lads  to  go  to  classes. 
Besides,  I’m  getting  old  and  stiff,  and  am 
slated  for  retirement  this  spring.  But  despite 
the  fact  that  we  had  a good  season  this  year 
and  that  I’ve  had  a pretty  good  time  here  at 
Mar>-Iaiul,  I won’t  be  sorr>-  to  see  June  come 
around.’’ 


.M.tRSHALL  M.A.THIAS:  “ Ves  and  no.  My 

Business  Manager,  “Money”  Talkes,  has  his 
own  ideas  on  running  the  Dbk.  account,  and 
I can  hardly  make  ends  meet.  Of  course,  I 
do  rake  in  a little  by  scooping  the  Diamond- 
back  and  phoning  the  news  to  the  Associated 
Press  first,  but  that  isn’t  graft,  as  I practically 
earn  it.  Things  should  pick  up  during  the 
second  semester,  however.” 


B ■ - 

Stoogi!  Testudo:  “My  situation  is  decidedly 
better  than  last  year’s.  If  you  folks  think 
I’m  stingy  with  the  scandal  this  year,  it’s 
because  I’ve  found  that  silence  is  golden — or 
whatever  they  use  for  money  these  days. 

Knight  of  the  Whispered  Word,’  you  see 
me  appropriately  pictured  here  in  my  coat  of 
black  mail.” 


\IRG1NIA  IjAMs:  “I’ll  tell  the  world  I’m 

better  off  now  than  I was  this  time  last  year — 
better  by  a pin,  a ring,  and  a key.  This 
Women’s  League  doesn’t  offer  \-ery  much  in 
real  cash,  but  I get  a free  room  up  at  Brent 
Hall,  and  my  position  carries  a lot  of  drag  up 
there.  I even  have  a key  to  the  back  door  of 
the  Bastille,  so  that  I can  come  and  go  when 
I please.  And  around  this  campus  girls, 
\oii’\e  got  to  admit  that’s  somcthtii«! 


Bill  XEEDH.tM,  ’33:  NO,  I’M  NOT.  BI  T 

THE  COLLEOE  IS.” 
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CONTRARY  to  both  public  and  private  opinion,  this 
humble  correspondent  does  not  sneak  surreiditiously 
about  the  countryside  on  moonless  nights  ....  does  not 
nightly  peruse  the  Brent  date-book  ....  does  not  throw  his 
soul  into  the  work  of  annoying  the  persons  he  speaks 
scandalously  of  ...  . does  not  give  a healthy  hoot  who  does 
what  ....  nor  when  ....  nor  for  what  jackass  reason. 


jIj  And  passing  from  the  figurative  triangle  to  a rather 
concrete  rectangle  ....  it  is  there  that  eaeh  Saturday  night 
doth  find  some  new  love  plighted  ....  the  Press  Box. 


almost  usurped  “man  and  wife”  as  the  unit  basis  of 
society  structure.  The  introduction  of  a third  party  has 
kept  more  love  affairs  alive  than  an  orchard  full  of  orchids 
(if  orchids  grow  in  orchards). 


During  these  four  most  artificial  years  of  his  life,  how- 
ever, he  must  keep  himself  well-amused — living  things, 
people,  emotions,  sentiment  ....  these  make  excellent 
playthings.  Well-massed  sentiment  gives  birth  to  queer 
emotions,  which  make  ordinary  people  do  queer  things. 

Take  triangles. 


In  a single  room  on  the  second  floor  of  Calvert  Hall,  a 
room  saturated  with  smoke  and  the  smell  of  books,  lives  a 
super-charged  brain  and  a too-energetic  body.  The 
triumph  of  one  over  the  other,  or  the  complete  maturation 
of  either  will  leave  a near  genius  or  the  ideal  of  a new 
hedonism.  Peculiarly,  both  brain  and  body  have  the 
same  name  to  men.  John  McKenna. 


A peculiar  thing  is  a triangle.  Scalene,  isosceles, 
equilateral,  right-angled — absorbing,  odd,  peculiar,  pro- 
voking. Three  sides,  three  angles,  three  approaches. 
Many  things  exist  in  threes:  Man,  woman,  and  child;  the 
mind,  the  body,  and  the  soul;  sea,  land,  and  sky;  or,  .solid, 
liquid,  and  gas;  light,  .shadow,  and  darkne.ss  .... 

^ But  to  get  back  to  triangles.  The  human  triiingle  lias 


Maryland’s  band  of  gridmen  this  past  season  were  the 
finest  group  of  athletes  ever  to  wear  the  same  university 
letter.  Collectively,  they  represent  the  clean-cut,  vigorous, 
collegiate-athletic  ideal.  If  you’re  one  who  still  clings  to 
the  aneient,  stupid  notion  that  bejerseyed  muscle-men  are 
neces.sarily  vacuum-minded,  sjiend  some  afternoon  chat- 
ting with  Lou  Ennis,  Joe  Crecca,  Ed  Minion,  or  John 
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Sine 


Simpson  ....  to  mention  a mere  six  hundred  odd  pounds 
of  the  subject  under  discussion. 

Four  o’clock.  Silent,  tired,  and  eye-weary,  we  four 
together  stood  watching  the  moonrise.  Through  enor- 
mous, inky  vapours,  and  fluffs  of  lighter  colored  clouds,  a 
slow,  dim  light — like  the  breath  of  a smile  on  a dead  man’s 
face — crept  stealthily  into  the  night.  It  seemed  to  fill  the 
rest  of  the  sky  with  ominous,  shaggy  outlines.  Like  the 
marble  dome  of  some  far  off  castle,  reflecting  the  light  of  a 
thousand  stars,  the  tip  of  the  moon  grew  over  the  horizon. 
Higher  it  came,  till,  in  the  setting  of  that  hour  of  gloom,  it 
seemed  the  full,  ghastly  death-mask  of  God.  Simul- 
taneously, we  four  shuddered,  turned,  and  hobbled  back 
to  our  little  office,  and  sat  staring  strangely  at  the  type- 
writers before  we  began  again. 

Undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  pleasing  and  choicest  bits 
of  femininity  hereabouts  ...  a young  lady  with  graceful, 
almost  willowy  lines,  clothed  in  admirably  selected  dress, 
and  whose  poise  easily  matches  her  figure  ....  is  Betty 
Weaver.  A light  tan,  and  not  blue  (which  seems  to  be  the 
Weaver  favorite),  is  her  color. 


“is  a sign  of  the  love  that  is  purely  physical.”  With  this 
in  mind,  your  this  time  profusely  humble  correspondent 
begs  leave  to  pay  a debt  with  an  old,  rag-time  song  .... 
“I  Don’t  Want  Your  Kisses  If  I Can’t  Have  Your  Love.” 
The  above  quotation  might  well  be  u.sed  as  a self-inflicted 
examination  by  at  least  half  a dozen  couples  who  drink 
sodas  out  of  the  same  pocket-books. 

There  is  nothing  calculated  to  damage  one’s  self- 
respect  more  than  the  realization  that  Christmas  time  is 
here  and  he  has  nothing  to  give.  Like  the  outworn  quote 
of  “water,  water,  everywhere,  and  not  a blessed  thing  for 
it  to  chase,”  he,  like  the  American  farmer,  wants  amid 
plenty.  What  he  lacks  is  something  dear  that  he  can  spare, 
a gift  he  would  like  to  receive  that  makes  suitable  giving. 
It  is  one  of  life’s  problems  that  means  much  before  the  age 
of  one  and  twenty. 

And  as  a parting  ob.servation,  years  of  nocturnal  bull- 
sessions  and  decades  of  feverish  arguments  all  boil  down 
to  the  following  succinct  summation:  College  Park  is- 

just  as  good  and  just  as  bad  as  any  collegiate  community 
in  the  country. 


“Jealousy,”  a great  and  noble  philosopher  once  said. 


Selah. 
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Hy  (iRORGE  Fogg 


After  a prize  novel  and  the  much  discussed  Waters 
Under  the  Earth  Martini  Ostenso  has  offered  II7g7(; 
Reef.  Although  the  story  actually  takes  jilace  on  the 
West  ('oast  of  ('anada  North  of  \'anconver,  the  |)eoj)le. 
the  setting,  and  even  the  novel  teehnicpie  suggest  Riilvaag's 
Norwegian  stories. 

The  first  part  is  partly  in  the  nature  of  a jirolog  which 
explains  that  one  Nona  Darnell  had  run  away  with 
(Quentin  Wingate  on  his  yacht.  (Quentin  hadn't  married 
her,  and  she  came  hack  to  her  home  at  the  (^ove  and  had 
her  hahy,  a hoy.  The  Wingates  had  heen  city  people  who 
owned  the  cannery  at  the  ('ove,  and  who  had  sold  stock 
among  the  natives  to  promote  a resort  area.  \Yhen  the 
stock  became  worthless  and  the  story  of  Nona’s  difficulties 
hecame  common  property  the  Wingates  were  considered 
thieves  and  cordially  hated  throughout  the  Cove. 

(Quentin  had  married  a wealthy  girl  who  was  to  help  save 
his  fortune.  However,  when  his  father  died  and  left  him 
practically  nothing  except  the  cannery  at  the  Cove  he  took 
a measure  of  him.self  and  decided  not  to  live  on  his  wife's 
money  hut  to  hrave  the  hate  of  the  Cove  and  try  to  make 
some  money  out  of  the  fish  cannery  there. 

On  the  very  day  he  arrived  his  and  Nona's  .son  was 
drowned  while  trjdng  to  investigate  a ghost  supposed  to 
inhahit  a partly  sunken  wreck  off  the  coast. 

Cnahle  to  induce  any  of  the  Cove  people  to  work  on  the 
repairing  of  his  cannery,  (Quentin  imported  .some  from  the 
city.  During  the  recon.struction  operations  his  warehouse 
was  fnirned  and  the  rest  of  the  huildings  narrowly  escajied. 
W ith  this  warning  he  had  his  hnildings  watched,  hut  in 
spite  of  this,  the  Lodge  in  which  he  lived  likewise  was 
Imrned. 

These  misfortunes  had  the  tendency  to  .soften  the  village 
attitude  toward  him,  and  jiarticularly  that  of  Ivar  Ilan.son, 
who  had  heen  hoping  to  catch  Nona  on  a sort  of  delayed 
rehound.  After  the  application  of  a little  jiractical 
psychology  Ivar  concluded  that  Nona  was  still  (Quentin's 
in  heart.  To  smooth  the  way,  he  invited  (Quentin,  Nona, 
and  one  of  their  mutual  friends  to  dinner  after  which  the 
way  of  love  and  nature  was  straight  and  wide. 


'I'he  characters  of  this  .story  are  not  .so  deeply  jihilo, 
so])hical  as  those  of  Rolvaag,  their  hate  is  not  .so  violent 
nor  their  jihilo.sophy  cpiite  .so  dismal. 

Ile.s])er  Thorpe,  the  town  go.ssip,  is  almost  like  ('ape 
('od;  Ethan  Ashe,  the  ghost  ridden  recluse,  is  a familiar 
character  to  .Vmerican  letters;  the  hully.  Axel  Lindstrom, 
is  a good  deal  like  the  northern  woodsman.  The  attitude 
toward  the  .sea  is  perhaps  the  most  Norwegian  element  in 
the  story. 

If  you  are  thinking  of  hooks  for  ('hri.stmas  here  are  a few 
to  fit.  For  people  who  like  to  read  aViont  the  great  out- 
doors there's  Slim,  hy  W.  W.  Haines,  a .story  of  the  men 
who  string  the  high-tension  electric  wires  acro.ss  the 
country;  for  lovers  of  .sea  adventure  Pitcairn’s  Island  tells 
the  somewhat  familiar  story  of  the  mutiny  on  the  '"Bounty." 
It  ran  partly  in  the  Saturday  Evening  Post. 

('hildren  can  he  wooed  hy  the  Newherry  medal  hook. 
Invincible  Louisa:  those  who  want  their  reading  light  and 
fresh  can  he  jiresented  with  Doree,  hy  Fannie  Heaslij)  Lea. 
than  whom  there  are  few  lighter.  The  author  of  State  Pair 
has  a very  new  juvenile  called  Earin  Boy. 

Perhaps  one  of  the  coming  hooks  is  Hans  Fallada's  The 
World  Outside.  It  is  .set  in  Germany,  hut  it  could  have 
happened  anywhere.  With  the  same  matter  of  factness 
and  freedom  from  [ihilo.sophizing  that  characterized  Little 
M an,  Xowy  the  author  tells  the  .story  of  a man  who 

could  find  peace  only  in  pri.son.  Discharged  from  jiri.son, 
he  first  tried  to  he  honest  only  to  he  victimized  hy  other 
people's  dishonesty.  Next  he  decided  to  tru.st  no  one  and 
make  his  way  hy  whatever  means,  honest  or  otherwi.se, 
that  might  he  o[)en  to  him.  Because  he  wasn't  very  apt  at 
crime  he  was  soon  hack  in  prison  and  jierfectly  contented. 

F'or  further  ('hri.stmas  consideration  you  might  re- 
memher  the  wood-cut  editions  of  Canterbury  Tales  and 
Erankenstein,  al.so  the  very  .sophi.sticated  While  Borne 
Burns,  hy  Alexander  Woolcott.  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay 
has  just  published  U’ine  Erom  These  Grapes,  and  your 
friends  on  the  publications  would  certainly  he  flattered  to 
receive  a copy  of  City  Editor,  hy  Stanley  Walker. 
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Editor  s Note:  With  the  publication  of  this  issue.  The  Old  Line  revives  what  in  former  days  it  was  wont  smilingly 
to  dub  an  “editorial  column.'’ 

Our  literary  crusades  were  abandoned  two  years  ago  when  the  editors  perceived  that  an  editorial,  to  pass  muster  with  the 
faculty  advisor  on  student  publications,  must  in  no  wise  criticize  any  policy  of  the  University,  haul  any  local  skeletons  from  their 
respective  closets,  nor  expose  any  so-called  faults  of  the  administration  or  student  body  unless  both  sides  of  the  questions  were 
made  perfectly  clear. 

^Is  editorials  are  construed  by  most  folk  to  be  utterly  useless  unless  the  “hammer"  is  used  on  .some  person  or  organization 
irithout  fear  or  facts,  we  went  into  retirement  for  a while. 

But  a new  dispensation  is  at  hand.  A reconciliation  has  been  reached  with  the  powers  that  be,  which,  in  granting  us  the 
right  to  voice  our  own  opinions,  fictitious,  satirical,  or  otherwise,  displays  a generosity  and  broadmindedness  hitherto  unsuspected . 

It  is  therefore  with  a great  deal  of  pleasure  that  we  launch  below  the  first  of  a series  of  fiery,  fearless,  justice-seeking 
editorials — editorials  which  will  be  7io  re.specter  of  per.sons  or  feelings  in  stating  wrongs  or  grievances  and  demanding  redress.) 


BLOOD  AND  I HUNDER 

rhe  University  of  Maryland  is  a wonderful  place. 

We  love  it. 

Its  faculty  is  superb,  its  administrational  policies  commendable,  its  campus  exquisite,  and  its  football 
team  great.  In  short,  my  alma  mater  and  yours  occupies  an  enviable  position  in  the  topmost  rank  of  American 
educational  institutions.  Despite  any  pressure  which  may  be  brought  to  bear  upon  us,  we  will  hold  to  these 
statements  as  facts. 

Young  people  should  appreciate  the  advantages  offered  them  by  attending  such  a noble  institution. 
I^'or  always  remember,  “Knowledge  is  power!’’  And  nowhere  is  it  more  potent  than  right  here  on  our  own 
campus. 

-And  though  some  may  charge  us  with  disseminating  radical  ideas,  we  enjoy  a feeling  of  pride  from  having 
done  our  duty. 

And  who  shall  gainsay  us.^ 


r II  K ()  I.  I)  LIN  K 


I'll  irleai 


El  inor  Til  IN 
Or  TIml 

lly  IJoii  Litscukrt 


I 'I'  somids  i)U'iily  good  lo  licjir  llial  iiiimilahio  lilllo  radio 
star,  (iracio  Barrie,  hack  on  llie  air  once  again.  She  is 
sn|)j)lying  the  inspiration  for  Leon  Belaseo  and  Ids  or- 
elieslra.  It  wasn't  .so  long  ago  that  (Iraeie  (Strike  Me 
I’ink)  Barrie  .sported  the  shiney  K.  A.  sldeld  of  I’anI 
Kiernan,  former  Alaryland  football  .star.  Jn.st  another 
ease  of  hx-al  boy  making  Barrie  good. 

* * * 

Not  .so  long  ago,  Beter  \’an  Sleeden  was  bragging  about 
the  faet  that  he  carried  a dentist  in  his  musical  organiza- 
tion, the  D.D.S.  being  one  of  the  musicians.  Jolly  Cobnrn, 
however,  claims  that  he  does  Pete  one  better,  in  that,  Sam 
lloH’man,  his  chief  fiddler  writes  prescriptions  for  the 
members  of  the  band  who  are  afflicted  with  fevers  and 
headaches.  After  listening  to  Cobnrn’s  Orchestra,  we 
sngge.st  that  Sammy  mix  a few  headache  powders  for  ns  all. 

* * * 

Onr  eolleagnes  in  and  lo  wit.  The  Alabama  Rammer- 
Jammer,  claim  that  Ray  Noble  has  no  orehe.stra  of  his 
own.  They  go  further  in  saying  that  the  English  King  of 
Jazz  has  never  appeared  before  a band  at  a public  per- 
formance except  for  an  isolated  engagement  he  played  in 
Holland. 

This  may  be  Inie,  l)iit  it  .seems  to  us  that  it  wonld  be 
impo.ssible  for  a nnmber  of  different  bands  to  record  in  the 
same  incomparable  style,  and  if  Ray  Noble  n.ses  the  same 
men  on  every  record,  it  is  oidy  fair  to  call  this  orehe.stra 
the  British  Maestro's. 

* :|:  * 

When  (den  (Iray  and  the  Ca.sa  Loma  Orchestra  stoi)i)ed 
in  Hartford,  Connecticut,  during  a recent  road  trip,  they 
drew  a record  attendance.  More  than  6,000  people 
crowded  the  dance  floor. 

* * * 

Ib're  is  the  latest  in  a radio  j)erformer’s  mnlti|>liealion 
table:  10  j)hone  calls  make  1 conver.salion,  8 conversa- 

tions make  f audition  date,  12  audition  dates  make  I hope, 
6 hopes  make  1 po.ssibility,  7 po.ssibilities  make  I hot 
prospect,  6 hot  prospects  make  1 eontraet. 

^ 

Bob  Thomas,  chief  irritator  of  the  ivories  for  the  local 
collegians,  tells  us  that  they  are  to  .start  a new  series  of 


radio  broadcasts  in  the  near  future.  'I'hc  boys  made  a 
“sure  fire”  recording  of  Stars  Fell  On  Alahama  and  H’liile 
Heat  not  so  long  ago. 

^ ^ 

Dick  Dixon,  former  master  of  Ceremonies  at  the  Madril- 
lon  and  vocalist  with  Herb  Cordon’s  orchestra,  is  now 
doing  the  vocal  for  Irving  Arron.son  at  the  Congress  Hotel 
in  Chicago. 

;|; *  * :|: 

The  I'casou  you  lia\'c  not  lieai’d  I’hil  llaiTis  and  his 
orchestra  lately  is  that  he  was  made  band-less  by  the 
I nion.  Phil  and  Leah  Ray  are  booked  together  as  a .song 
team  at  the  Place  Piquale,  one  of  New  York’s  better 
.society  clubs.  For  his  Friday  night  Irroadcasts,  Phil  n.ses 
a NBC  Studio  band,  as  his  former  orehe.stra  is  on  the 
West  Coast. 

V 

Ray  Noble  is  at  pre.sent  in  California  di.senssing  the  art 
of  .song  writing  with  the  Hollywood  Moguls. 

* * * 

Eddie  Stone  is  now  doing  vocals  with  Harry  Salter. 

* * * 

Larry  b'link  is  back  on  the  air  once  again.  Jle  has 
recently  ojrened  up  at  the  Hotel  Brunswick  in  Boston. 


” The  coast  station  heeps  thinkin'  tee'rc  klddin'  trhen 
I saij  tec  (jolt a leak!” 

— CouiTosy,  lie  e lie  Ktd  Cal 


Some  want  a man  with  a future 
Some  want  a man  with  a past  — 
But  I'd  take  a man  with  a j)resent, 
If  1 were  asked — I 
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“ W 'dL  u'hoJiC  Utile  hoi/  are  1/011?" 

“ — So  j/ou've  been  leonderhu/  too! 


“What’s  a (irociaii  urn?” 

“Not  mucli  unless  he  owns  tlie 
restaurant.” 


.Innior:  "Did  1 tell  you  about  the 

awful  frif>;ht  I had  at  the  Hop  last 
night?  ” 

Senior:  “('areful,  old  man.  No 

man  has  the  right  to  talk  about  his  girl 
like  that.” 


“Has  Harry  traveled  much?" 

“ Boy,  has  he!  He’s  been  to  half  the 
places  on  his  suitcase  labels.” 


Many  a father  who  worked  his  way 
through  college  now  is  working  his 
.son’s  way  through. 


H(  • was  shy  ami  loiigue-lied,  and 
after  she  had  kiss('d  liim  for  briiigiiig 
liei'  a bompud  of  (lowc'rs  h<'  got  u|>  to 
go. 

“Sorry  I offended  ycni,”  she  .said. 

“Not  offended,  ” he  answered, 
"(loing  back  for  more  flowers.” 


The  hi  gh  school  student  was  .sealed 
in  the  street  ear  and  a strong-jawed  old 
lady  was  standing  in  the  aisle  near 
him.  He  made  a movement  to  ri.se,  as 
if  to  give  her  his  seat. 

“Never  mind,  young  man, ’’  she  said 
imperatively.  “Just  keep  your  seat.” 
d\vo  blocks  later  he  tried  again,  but 
the  old  lady  pushed  him  back.  .Vfter 
another  two  blocks  he  tried  a third 
lime,  only  to  be  sho\'('d  liaek  with  the 
explanation;  “I’ve  stood  so  long  now 
I don’t  mind  it.  Just  keep  your  .seat.” 
Finally  in  de.speration  the  student 
cried  out:  “Exeu.se  me,  madam,  but 

I want  to  get  oft.  You’ve  made  me  go 
a half  mile  jiast  my  stop  already!” 


Medical  I’rofes.sor:  “What  would 

you  do  ill  the  ease  of  a person  eating 
poi.sonous  mushrooms? ” 

Medical  Student:  “Recommend  a 

change  of  diet.” 


Yesterday  uiion  the  stair 
I saw  a man  who  wasn’t  there; 
He  wasn’t  there  again  today, 

1 wish  to  hell  he'd  go  away. 


Sigma  Nil’s  go  on  a sprix' 

By  drinking  orange  pi'koe  tea. 

( The  Sl.s.sle.s). 


M.VN  .VNl)  Sl’FER-WOM.VN 

I know  a boy  whose  ideas  are 
Sini|)ly,  at  limes,  moronie  .... 

He  .scoffs  at  women,  love,  and  siieh. 
And  jei'rs  at  friends  |)latonie. 

He  claims  that  wonuMi  ha\e  no  eharni 
For  him  ....  that  he's  a cynic 
When  I gel  finished  with  that  boy 
They’ll  ])iit  him  in  a clinic! 

'The  Rerieie. 


First  Sliideiy  : “I  haven't  been  able 
to  gel  my  eyes  elo.sed  for  three  nights. 
What  do  you  suggest?” 

Second  Student:  “(to  out  for 

boxing.  ” 


“She’s  frightfully  leniperaniental, 
isn’t  sIh'?” 

“ ^ es.  imh'cd  !).l  per  eeiil  temper 
and  .)  per  eent  numlal.  ” 


Frofe.s,sor;  “I  want  your  .senteiiees 
to  be  .so  clear  that  they  can  be  under- 
stood by  the  most  stupid  person  then 
I can  tell  what  you  mean.” 


Frank:  “I  always  .say  what  I 

think.” 

Ethel;  “I  wondered  why  you  w('re 
so  ipiiel.” 


THE  (iREEK  FOR  IT 

I’ailor;  “ Euripides.  ” 

Stiide:  “Yah.  Eiimenides.” 


“ 'Th'ense  me  Sis.  / thoiu/ht  / heard 
Santa  Claus." 


man  and  his  wife 
who  had  just  returned  from  a 
round-the-world  cruise  spoke  of 
Chester f eld  as  '’an  international 


cigarette. 


. . that  Chesterfield  Cigarettes 
are  on  sale  in  86  countries  all 
over  the  world. 

It  means  something  that 
Chesterfields  may  be  purchased 
on  nearly  all  ships  and  at  almost 
every  port. 

It  means  that  for  a cigarette 
to  enjoy  such  popularity,  it  must 
have  merit.  We  do  our  level  best 
to  make  Chesterfield  as  good  a 
cigarette  as  can  be  made. 
Smokers  say . . . 
in  almost  every  language 


Above— Vacuum  tin  of  50 
— air  tight — water  tight — 
fully  protected  even  if  sub- 
merged in  water. 

Packages  of  20  wrapped  in 
Du  Pont  No.  300  Cello- 
phane— the  best  made. 


® 1934,  iiGGKTT  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Yiiletifle  or  Tho  Zodiar  KoviNOil 

Hjl  l*K()I'ESSOU  1.  SaW’S'I'AKS 


Forecast  for  period  beginning  December  15  and  ending 
January  15.  (Symbol  for  tins  period — the  Inverted 
Focketbook.) 

.Vo/t';  In  tlie  prej)aration  of  this  forecast  the  inHueiices 
of  tlie  stars  upon  eaeli  individual  |)crson  were  calculated 
very  carefully.  Thus  it  is  that  this  prophecy  becomes  a 
personal  forecast  intended  primarily  for  yon  who  are 
reading  it  at  the  present  moment. 

December  15  (ten  days  until  Christmas).  There  will 
suddenly  ri.se  in  your  mind  the  conviction  that  yon  must 
“get  this  darned  Chri.stmas  shopping  started.”  You  will 
resolve  firmly  to  start  making  out  your  li.st  on  this  day. 
In  the  rush  of  week-end  fe.stivities  this  vow  will  com- 
[)letely  slip  your  mind. 

December  1!).  This  day  you  will  promi.se  your.self  not 
Lo  send  any  Christmas  cards. 

December  20.  Nine  Christmas  cards,  including  one 
from  your  wealthy  and  ailing  uncle,  will  arrive  in  the  mail. 

Deeend)er  21.  On  this  day  you  will  rush  out  and  buy 
nine  cards,  one  co.sting  fifty  cents  and  the  others  of  the 
two  for  a nickel  variety. 

December  24.  You  will  suddeuly  remember  lhal  you 
have  not  yet  bought  your  Christmas  pre.sents.  You  will 
battle  hordes  of  other  late  shoppers,  with  what  you  assume 
lo  be  a large  measure  of  success,  only  to  find  at  the  la.st 
mimite  that  you  have  gotten  nothing  for  your  old  friend, 
Ken  Takit.  You  will  decide  that  since  he  probably  won't 
give  you  a present  anyway,  that  a card  will  be  enongh  for 
him. 

December  25.  On  this  day  you  will  receive,  if  a girl,  one 
dozen  pairs  of  silk  stocking,  and  five  evening  bags,  four  of 
which  will  be  exactly  alike.  If  a boy,  you  will  receive 
eleven  ne<;kties,  eleven  of  which  you  “wouldn’t  be  .seen 
dead  iji.”  \ on  will  feel  vaguely  di.sappointe<l  that  you  did 
not  get  any  money  this  year.  Among  your  i)re,sents  will 
be  one  from  your  j)al  Ken. 

December  26.  First  thing  this  morning  you  will  go  to 
the  neare.st  store  and  get  a present  for  Ken.  This  pre.sent 
you  will  deliver  to  him  in  person,  exidaining,  as  you  give  it 
to  him,  that  you  ju.st  can’t  understand  how  that  |>ackage 
wasn’t  maih'd  on  lime. 

December  27.  On  this  date  you  will  doubtless  stal  l to 
('xchange  your  |)rcsenls  for  things  you  can  use.  It  would, 
however,  be  advi, sable  lo  postpone  this  exchange  for  a short 
period,  in  order  to  avoid  any  embarrassing  meetings  with 
friends  who  are  exchanging  the  things  you  .sent  them. 

December  dt.  On  this  day  you  will  make  out  a long 
list  of  New  Year’s  resolutions. 


January  1.  All  of  the  re.solutions  made  on  the  jirevious 
day  will,  of  cour.se  be  broken  before  this  day  is  half  over. 

January  7.  The  throbbing  head,  which  is  your  most 
poignant  memory  of  New  ^'ear  Fve,  will  at  last  stoj) 
troubling  you. 

January  15.  On  this  date,  after  .seven  fal.se  starts,  you 
will  at  last  get  your  (diristmas  “thank  you”  letters 
written;  and  the  holiday  .season  will  be  officially  over. 


Speaking  of  military  things,  there  was  the  Alpha  Gam 
who  was  so  dumb,  that  she  thought  a rear  guard  was  a 
bustle. 

Coo  Duo. 


She  was  only 
cultivating. 


a farmer’s  daughter,  but  she  was  worth 

— I 'oo  Doo. 


lie:  nice  girl  shouldn’t  hold  a young  man’s  hand.” 

She:  “A  nice  girl  has  to.” 

— Illinois  Siren. 


Ragman:  “.Vny  old  clothes?  .Vny  old  clothes?” 

“No.  Get  away  from  here.  This  is  the  S.  N.  house. 
“.Viiy  old  bottles?” 

H’liile  Mule. 


Dear  Rrotiier  Claus: 

On  behalf  of  the  fratneys  on  campus,  we  re((uest 
the  following:  an  eidirely  new  .set  of  pledges,  a 
stopper  for  the  I’hidelts’  bath  tub,  a tew  new  .sets  ot 
furniture  (mo.stly  .sofas),  elevators  lo  the  ba.sements 
of  all  hou.ses,  so  lhal  there  will  be  no  steps  to  stumble 
up,  and  other  positions  for  all  the  hou.seniothers. 

Fraternally, 

IxTERFRATERMTV  (a)UN('IL. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS 

MILDNESS  W FLAVOR 


''Usr 


NEEDS 


A GOOD 

y 

PIPE  TOBACCO  MUST  HAVE 

MILDNESS 
AND  FLAVOR! 


IN  PIPE  TOBACCO,  mere  mildness  alone  offers  very  little 
reason  for  smoking.  A man  smokes  to  enjoy  the  taste  of 
good  tobacco.  Take  that  away  and  why  smoke  at  all? 

The  trick  is  to  combine  the  rich,  full-bodied  flavor  of  good  to- 
bacco with  genuine  mildness  so  that  you  can  smoke  your  favor- 
ite tobacco  all  day  long  with  perfect  comfort  and  satisfaction. 

That’s  Edgeworth.  Try  a 15-cent  tin  and  get  a kick  out  of 
the  perfect  combination  of  flavor  and  mildness.  It’s  economical 
too.  Pipe  smokers  report  fifty  minutes  to  an  hour  a pipeful  with 
Edgeworth.  Can  you  beat  that  for  economy?  Edgeworth  is 
made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Virginia. 
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riic  4»l’  SI  INi|miIsii*  Soiijy; 


Fridaif 

Famous  composer  of  Tin  Pan  Alley  gets  brilliant  idea 
for  a song.  Writes  lyrics  while  shaving.  Hunts  up  three 
or  four  former  hit  songs,  takes  snatches  of  tunes  of  each, 
and  writes  music  for  .song.  Calls  song  Her  Father  Works 
in  the  Water  Department  And  Em  Going  To  Sewer,  and 
.sends  it  to  publisher. 

Satardag 

Pid)lisher  acce|)ts  .song,  but  changes  name  to  The  Hill 
HHUfs  lAimeni. 

Siindaij 

Don  Bestor  and  his  Bestorchestra  play  the  .song  for  the 
first  time. 

Monday 

Jan  Garber  and  Richard  Himber  play  the  .song,  the 
announcer  on  each  j)rogram  exclaiming,  “This  .song  is 
being  played  for  the  first  time  on  any  air.” 

Tuesday 

Bing  Crosby  sings  .song  “for  the  first  time  on  the  air.” 
liing  gives  effect  of  hillbilly  nostalgia  by  a particularly 
moving  interpolation  of  “Where  The  Blue  of  the  Day 
Meets  the  Gold  of  the  Night,”  which  brings  tears  to  the 
eyes  of  sixteen  Kentucky  listeners  living  in  Louisville. 
( den  Gray  turns  his  bra.sses  loo.se  on  the  .song.  Resulting 
effect  .sounds  like  a combination  of  “Tiger  Rag,”  “Saint 
Louis  Blues,”  and  a l;dO  traffic  jam  in  any  large  city. 

Wednesday 

(i\iy  Lombardo’s  .saxojdionic  pre.sentation  is  preceded 
by  a Pat  Barnes  recitation  of  three  of  Edgar  (diest's 


Dear  Santa  Cl.\us: 

This  year  could  you  arrange  for  us  to  have  an 
office  for  our  president?  We  would  also  aj)preciate 
.)00  copies  of  “How  Myths  liegau”  and  a phono- 
graph record  which  repeats  “Oh  yeah?”  over  and 
over  for  the  benefit  of  the  girls  brought  up  before 
council. 

tyrannically. 

Women’s  Leaoue. 


De.\r  Santy: 

We  want  a trainload  of  swell  coeds — if  that’s  pos- 
sible— so  we  won’t  have  to  go  in  town  for  dates. 

The  l.ADs. 


choice.st  [)oems  of  home.  Seven  sentimental  li.steners 
immediately  write  gushing  letters  of  commendation. 
1 ,.'3()0,0()0  li.steners  tune  in  the  Byrd  Broadcast  until 
Barnes  has  had  ample  time  to  finish,  tuning  back  just 
in  time  to  hear  clo.sing  notes  of  song. 

Thursday 

Rudy  Vallee,  by  actual  count,  ])lays  “The  Hill  Billy’s 
Lament”  six  times,  each  time  pausing  to  thank  the 
publi.shers  for  having  allowed  him  to  be  the  first  to  play 
the  song  on  the  radio. 

Fred  Waring  presents  a “novel”  arrangement  made 
especially  for  his  glee  club.  7,5,000  listeners,  thinking 
that  they  are  hearing  the  Waring  “Ave  Maria”  for  the 
fourteenth  time,  dial  in  the  Show  Boat. 

Friday 

Ted  Fio-Rita,  with  Dick  Powell  vocalizing,  plays  .song, 
combining  it  with  “The  Three  Little  Pigs”  and  .songs 
from  various  Powell  pictures. 

Wayne  King  plays  the  new  waltz  sen.sation,  “'I'he  Hill 
Billy’s  Lament.” 

Saturday 

Ray  Noble’s  recording  of  “The  Hill  Billy's  Lament  ” is 
played  2,.‘f07  times  by  70!)  radio  .stations  on  their  early 
morning  programs. 

Tuesday 

Eddie  Duchin  i)lays  song  as  ))art  of  medley  of  old-tinu' 
favorites. 

1 1 ednesday 

Songwriter  composes  .setpiel  to  “The  Hill  Billy's 
Lament,”  entitled  “Prohibition  May  Be  Over,  But  1 
Love  My  Kentucky  Still.” 


T H E ()  L I)  LIN  E 


Sineleen 


An  Io\v;i  ])rofossor  says  lie  finds  five  diflerent  kinds  of 
dnnihness.  Il  sc'eins  incr<'dil)l<‘ I lia I a proiniinMil  man  liki' 
llial  slionid  lia\'<‘  mel  so  lew  |)<‘()|)le. 

\\  OrccNti  r (UtzvHf. 


d liey  langlied  wlien  a Freshman  walked  into  the  offiee 
and  sat  down  on  the  corner  of  a desk. 

When  he  said  lie  wanted  a job  on  The  Diatnondhock, 
tliey  eontinned  to  laugh. 

d'hey  became  hysterical  when  he  said  he  had  been  editor 
of  his  high  .school  paper. 

“What  department  do  yon  want  to  compete  for?”  said 
Mathias  after  he  had  regained  his  .strength. 

“I  don't  want  to  compete  at  all,  " answered  the  Frosh, 
“I  want  the  job  right  now.” 

lie  then  jnilled  an  oil  can  from  his  jioeket  and  began 
oiling  the  typewriters — already  he  had  jierformed  a mueh- 
needed  service.  The  telejihone  rang  and  he  answered  it. 
It  was  the  printer  wanting  more  copy. 

d'heir  amusement  turned  to  amazement  when  they 
heard  him  dicate  two  editorials  (good  ones,  too),  over  the 
phone. 

Of  course  he  got  the  job.  Ilis  name  was  already  on  the 
masthead.  He  was  ju.st  the  tyjie  of  man  they  needed, 
d'hen,  Mathias  woke  np. 

— {Apolodie.s-  to  Fno  Doo). 


He  ten.sed  himself  for  the  struggle.  It  was  a battle  to  the 
death.  Looking  into  the  eye  of  the  enemy,  he  gras])ed  him 
firmly  by  the  neck  and  wrenched  with  all  his  might.  Hut 
he  had  only  begun  to  fight.  Tearing,  thrashing,  .striking, 
he  .sought  to  demolish  the  foe  at  one  cruel  stroke.  The  end 
of  the  bloody  ordeal  was  soon  to  come.  Placing  his  trusty 
dirk  at  the  ba.se  of  the  neck  and  twi.sting  it  deftly,  the  head 
of  the  foe  was  lojiped  off.  The  end  did  not  come  any  too 
soon — “ Pa.s.sa  ketchui),  jilea.se. ” 


S.\NT.\,  ^’()^  Dkckivkh  You: 

Whcreinell  were  tho.se  5(),()0()  votes  from  Haiti- 
more  City  and  vicinity!' 

Sadly, 

.VrnicHT. 


A Frosh  once  offered  to  pat 
What  he  fondly  believed  was  a eat; 
Hut  he  found  to  his  dole 
d'hat  the  cat  was  a jiole. 

Now  he  sleejis  ont  of  doors  on  a mat. 


He  stood  on  the  bridge  at  midnight, 
.Vnd  tickled  her  face  with  his  toes; 

For  he  was  only'  a mosquito. 

And  he  stood  on  the  bridge  of  her  nose. 


“ Is  your  wife  a butterfly'.^" 

“She  thinks  she  is,  but  the  way  she  goes  through  mv 
jioekets  is  more  like  a moth.” 


Train))  at  tlie  kitchen  door:  “ Kin  y'ou  give  me  .some- 

thin' to  eat.^” 

Lady'  of  hou.se:  ‘W  es,  but  did  you  see  that  jiile  of  wood 
in  the  y^ard? ” 

T.  K.  1).:  “A’es'm  I .seen  it.” 

L.  O.  IL:  “Y  on  mean  y'ou  saw  it." 

T,  K.  I).:  “No,  ma'm,  von  saw  me  .see  it,  but  you  ain't 
.see  me  saw  it.” 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Dearest  Santa  Darling: 

You  wouldn’t  be  stingy  towards  your  little  girls 
would  you,  Santa?  It  would  be  awfully  sweet  of 
you,  old  thing,  to  bring  the  following  to  each  club: 
A larger  house,  money  for  the  rent  or  interest  on 
mortgage,  a copy  of  “How  To  Stalk  And  Ensnare 
The  Male,”  by  Dorothy  Digs,  dimmer  porch  lights, 
heaters  for  our  dates’  cars,  more  two  o’clock  dances, 
a stepladder  to  the  second  floor,  an  outside  fire 
escape,  and  a complete  set  of  cellophane  window 
shades,  as  well  as  a few  little  trinkets,  such  as  mink 
coats,  diamond  bracelets,  etc.,  for  all  the  girls. 

Thanks,  you  old  rascal  you, 
I’an-Hel  Council. 


Toast  overheard  at  a fraternity  banquet:  “Here’s  to 

the  land  we  love  and  vice  versa.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 


Tell  us  this:  “Does  a doctor  doctor  a doctor  according 
to  the  doctored  doctor’s  doctrine  of  doctoring,  or  does  the 
doctor  doing  the  doctoring  doctor  the  other  doctor  accor- 
ding to  his  own  doctoring  doctrine?” 


laitest  statistics  by  well-known  dietitions  claim  that 
spinach  will  give  you  stamina.  Judging  by  the  brand  that 
they  serve  in  the  dining  hall,  it  will  give  you  plenty  of 
grit  too. 


The  English  prof  was  passing  back  corrected  themes  to 
his  Advance  Comj).  class.  Handing  the  folded  paper  to 
one  of  the  brighter  lads  in  his  class  he  remarked,  “On  the 
whole,  this  theme  is  rather  pithy.” 

The  student  smilingly  replied,  “Veth  thir.” — And  for 
some  unknown  reason  was  kicked  out  of  class. 


Are  you  psychic? 
Yes,  seer. 


Gent  (in  furniture  store):  “What  is  that  })iece  called?” 
Girl  (behind  counter):  “Highboy.” 

Gent:  “Why  ....  er  ...  . how  do  you  do.” 

— Pelican. 


“What  was  the  result  of  that  terrible  fight  the  Duchess 
had  with  her  hu.sband?” 

“She  retains  the  title.” 

— E.V  change 


No.  A'234876:  “You  in  for  life?” 

No.  A234877:  “A  eli,  but  there’s  damn  little  of  it  here.” 

—Froth. 


“Do  you  like  Chopin?” 

“No,  I get  tired  walking  from  store  to  store.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 


De.\rest  Santa: 

It  looks  like  a hard  winter,  and  we’d  surely  ap- 
jireciate  the  following  : One  coj)y  of  “1001  Excuses 
for  Being  Late”  (don't  let  the  Women’s  League 
know  about  that),  one  large  electric  clock,  with  neon 
figures  and  hands,  which  can  be  seen  from  all  points 
of  the  campus,  and  which  is  to  be  placed  on  a tower 
atop  the  Bastille,  one  loud  gong  which  rings  auto- 
matically at  7.29  P.M.,  10.29  p.m.,  and  at  12.44  a.m., 
and  also,  a very  loud  steam  whistle  which  blows 
automatically  at  7.30,  10.30,  and  12.4.5.  We  don’t 
tru.st  that  clock  of  Miss  Cor.se's.  A few  men,  to 
make  the  above  articles  u.seful,  would  also  be 
appreciated. 

Hopefully, 

Denizens  of  the  Henhouse  on  The  Hill. 


“Open,  Se.same!" 
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Tv:enty-one 


An  intelligent  gii’l  is  one  who  knows 
how  to  refuse  a kiss  without  being 
(lei)rived  of  it. 


Placard  on  a grocery-store  display  of 
peaches:  “Don’t  squeeze  me  till  I’m 

yonrs.’’ 


Asked  what  he  did  for  exerci.se, 
(iallo,  a Spanish  bidl-fighter  over  40 
years  of  age,  replied  that  he  smoked 
Havana  cigars. 


Friends  often  asked  Marie  Corelli 
why  she  never  married.  “There  is  no 
need,’’  she  would  reply,  “for  I have 
three  pets  at  home  which  together 
answer  the  same  purpose  as  a husband. 
I have  a dog  which  growls  all  morning, 
a parrot  which  swears  all  the  afternoon, 
and  a cat  which  comes  home  late  at 
night.’’ 

FAMOUS  LAST  WORDS 

Oh,  yeah? 

Sorry,  I already  have  a date. 

\o. 

I don’t  get  it. 

Why? 

Skip  it. 

So,  that’s  the  kind  of  a party  it  is! 

Oh,  no,  not  all  the  answers. 

quiet  HOUR!  ! ! 

1 bet  you  tell  that  to  all  the  girls! 

Maybe. 

Oh ! I get  it ! 

I’ll  take  vanilla. 

Oh! 

M aina,  here’s  that  man  again! 

Yes. 

So  what? 

We  had  one  but  the  wheels  fell  off. 

Goodbye  now. 

Well,  but — It’s  minutes  to  one. 


THE  RLAZED  TRAIL 

Backwoodsman  (returning  to  his 
theater  .seat  after  intermi.ssion) : “Did 
1 step  on  toes  as  we  went  out?’’ 

Seated  Man  (grimly):  “A^ou  did, 

sir.” 

Backwoodsman  (to  wife):  “Here 

we  are,  Matilda.  This  is  our  place.” 


Many  a nobody  who  isn’t  known  by 
anybody  becomes  a somebody  and  is 
known  by  everybody,  and  everybody 
tells  him  he  knew  him  when  he  was  a 
nobody  though  he  knew  he  would  be 
somebody  some  day. 


PORTRAIT  OF  A LADY 

Persons  of  average  intelligence  should 
be  able  to  figure  out  the  above  in  less  than 
five  minutes.  However,  if  it  takes  you 
longer  than  that,  we  warn  you  that  the 
point  of  the  drawing  isn't  worth  it. 

Fraternity  House  Manager : “ We  re 
having  gue.sts  at  the  house  tonight, 
(iot  any  good  pork?” 

Bvitcher:  “Good  Pork!  Say,  I’ve 

got  some  pork  that  will  make  better 
chicken  salad  than  anv  veal  you  can 
buy!” 


Teacher:  “What  is  your  idea  of 

harmony?  ” 

Smart  Soj)honiore:  “A  freckled- 

faced girl  in  a polka  ilot  dress  and  a 
leopard  coat  leading'a  giraffe.” 


Freshman:  “Look  at  that  tall 

fellow  over  there.  Doesn’t  he  eat  his 
corn  on  the  cob  gracefully?” 

Senior:  “He  ought  to.  He’s  in  the 
varsity  band.  Piccolo  player.” 


Teacher:  “What  is  a metaphor?” 

Pupil:  “To  keej)  cows  in.” 


DEFINITIONS 

Boy:  “A  noise  with  dirt  on  it.” 

' — Punch. 


Jealousy:  “The  friendship  one 

woman  has  for  another.” 

— The  Arcadians. 


(conscience:  “An  inner  voice  that 

warns  us  somebody  is  looking.” 

— II.  L.  AIexcken. 


Saxophone:  “An  ill  wind  which 

nobody  blows  good.” 


Telejdione  booth:  .sort  of  vertical 

coffin  where  sweet  dispositions  are 
buried.  ” 

— El).  Wyxx. 


A lie  (small  boy’s  version):  “An 

abomination  to  the  Lord,  and  an  ever 
pre.sent  help  in  time  of  trouble.” 


Etc.:  “Sign  used  to  make  others 

believe  you  know  more  than  you  do.’’ 


Twenty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


AT  THE  END  OF  A 
PERFECT  SMOKE 


When  you  lay  down  your  cigarette, 
pop  a Life  Saver  on  your  tongue. 
These  cooling  rings  of  mint  take 
away  the  hum  and  leave  only  the 
yearn  . . . for  another  cigarette. 

THRILL  YOUR  TASTE  WITH  SPEAR-O-MINT  LIFE  SAVERS ..  .THEY'RE  NEW 


1 sank  down  into  the  red  leather  nphosterinj>;  of  my  low, 
cream-colored,  chromium-fitted  roadster,  nodding  to 
pedestrains  of  my  acquaintance.  This  was  real,  T said  to 
myself,  as  I looked  out  over  the  long,  glistening  hood 
covering  a purring  high-powered  motor.  This  was  real. 

Suddenly  I looked  into  the  hand.some  mirror  of  my 
road.ster  and  noticed  a car  just  exactly  like  mine  following 
me.  1 swerved  a little.  It  swerved  too.  1 accelerated. 
It  accelerated.  I zig-zagged.  It  zig-zagged.  Everything 
I made  my  road.ster  do,  this  other  car  did. 

Losing  ])atience  entirely,  I shot  a mean  glance  at  the 
other  car  and  was  so  shocked  I swallowed  my  hand.  The 
car  behind  me  was  my  new  roadster  being  driven  by  my 
twin  brother,  and  looking  again,  I discovered  that  I was 
.seated  in  a red  wheelbarrow  being  hauled  along  the  road. 
Oh,  doctor,  don’t  say  f/uif/ 

— Froth. 


IS  YOUR  COLLEGE  EDUCATION  COMIM.ETE? 

^ ou  niay  think  you  know  all  the  answers.  If  you  know 
the.se  typical  ones,  your  susjhcions  are  proljably  well- 
founded. 

1.  Dood  Dod,  what  do  I do  now? 

'i.  ,\nd  ])oor  papa  was  killed. 

,‘b  No. 

4.  So  far  as  I have  been  able  to  ascertain — 

Wheel  ! ! 

().  If  I can,  and  I tliink  I can. 

7.  Don't  know  son,  must  have  been  something  1 ale. 

8.  You'll  eat  shredded  wheat  like  the  re.st  of  the  people 
here,  and  like  it. 

9.  Instead! 

to.  I thought  we’d  at  lea.st  have  some  i)rivacy! 


flio  of  tlio 

4^1  lib — Will  a Froo  Box 
off  Savi‘r« 

Get  in  on  this  prize  conte.st  and  let  your  pet  “ grin 
snatcher”  win  you  more  than  just  a laugh.  Ye  eds  of 
’Phe  Oed  Line  want  to  know  who  are  really  the  wits 
of  the  campus  this  year. 

Each  issue  a snappy  c-ellophaned  box  of  assorted 
IdFE  SAVERS  (eleven  different  flavors,  count  ’em) 
will  be  awarded  for  the  best  grin  getter  submitted  by 
a student.  All  pet  jokes  will  be  judged  by  the 
editors  of  this  publication.  Their  decision  will  be 
regarded  as  final. 

Also  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  is  reserved. 

Don’t  waste  that  good  joke  on  your  roommate, 
send  it  in  and  tickle  your  sweet-tooth  with  your 
funny  bone. 

The  winner  of  this  month’s  contest  will  be  an- 
nounced in  the  ne.xt  issue  of  The  Old  Line. 


WINNER  OF  lAST  MONTH  S 
LIFE  SAVERS  CONTEST 

George  Crossley,  '3.5 
117/0  perpetrated  the  following  jitiple: 

•‘M  ■ 

“M”  stood  on  a towering  cliff 
.Vnd  by  the  wind  was  haras.scd 
Ry  it  was  whi})ped  ’till  she  was  stri|)ped 
And  there  stood  embarras.sed 


T II  E ()  E I)  E 1 N E 


in'eiitn-lhree 


Mother;  ‘Mimmy,  don't  riiii  around 
lilt'  house  so  fast.  ^ On'll  fall  and  hurt 
yourself." 

Jinnny:  “If  I don't  run  I’ll  f>et 

hurt  anyway.  Dad’s  chasing  nie." 


I'he  editor  of  the  .school  |)aper  .sent 
the  star  reporter  to  the  ])resident 's 
olliee  for  an  interview.  .Vn  hour  later 
the  reporter  wandered  in.  The  editor 
looked  up. 

"Well,  what  did  he  have  to  .say?  ” 
he  asked. 

“ Xothing." 

".VII  right.  Keep  it  down  to  a 
colninn.’’ 


HE  ll.Vl)  .V\  IXSI’IRATIOX 

Senior:  “Yes,  1 came  face  to  face 

with  a lion  once.  To  crown  it  all  I was 
alone  and  weaponless,  and — " 

Freshman  (nervously):  "What  did 

_\'on  do?" 

Senior:  "What  could  1 do?  I tried 
looking  straight  into  his  eye-balls,  hut 
he  began  to  crawl  up  on  me.  Then  1 
thought  of  phmging  my  arm  down  his 
throat,  grabbing  his  tail,  and  pulling 
him  inside  out,  but  I deckled  it  would 
be  too  dangerous.  Yet  he  kept  cree|)- 
ing  nj),  and  I had  to  think  fast." 

Freshman:  "How  did  yon  get 

•J  " 

away. 

Senior:  "1  jn.st  left  him  and  pa.ssed 
on  to  the  other  cages." 


('oach:  “ liill,  you're  a find!  The 

way  yon  hammer  the  line,  ])ick  your 
hole,  dodge,  reverse  the  field,  and  still 
keep  your  feet  is  simply  marvelous! 
Who  showed  yon  how  to  run  like  that !” 
Xew  Halfback:  "My  mother,  sir.” 

(’oach;  "Your  mother!" 

Xew  Halfback;  " V es,  sir.  Slu' used 
to  take  me  shopping  with  her  on 
bargain  days." 


"Does  the  chaplain  pray  for  the 
Senators?”  asked  the  small  boy  visiting 
the  Senate  chamber  at  Washington. 

“Xo,”  said  his  father.  “When  he 
comes  in  he  looks  around  and  .sees  the 
Senators  sitting  there.  'I'hen  he  prays 
for  the  country. ’’ 


('lerk:  "Sir,  I must  have  more 

money.  Why,  I can’t  even  afford  to 
buy  my  Innches.” 

lio.ss:  “.Vll  right.  Starting  to- 

morrow yon  may  disj)en.se  with  the 
lunch  interval.  ” 


“'Ehe  barl)er  college  boys  have  voted 
against  having  a football  team  this 
fall.” 

“ I lowzat?  ’’ 

"They  got  mad  because  they  were 
|)enalized  too  many  limes  for  clij)])ing." 


Xeighbor:  "Is  this  your  ball, 

r<)mmy?  ” 

rommy:  "Any  windows  or  any- 

thing broken?" 

Xeighbor;  "Xo.” 

rommy:  “Thanks.  It’s  mine.” 


" liul  nnj  dear,  i/oa  htioir 
he  driiili.s-  like  a fi ah!" 


\ thing  of  beauty  has  joy  rid<‘s 
forev<‘r. 


One  thing  about  nndists,  yon  can’t 
|)in  anything  on  t hem. 


I II  polit  ics  I he  pat  hs  of  glory  lead  Inil 
to  the  gravy. 


Some  jiarents  are  rude,  but  others 
have  learned  to  keej)  still  when  the  kids 
are  talking. 


That’s  the  kind  of  party  where  they 
burn  the  .scandal  at  both  ends. 


.V  day  off  is  nsnally  followed  by  an 
olf  day. 


(^rOTABEE  (,^r()TES 

Englishmen,  unless  they  jio.s.se.ss  ex- 
cej)tional  teeth  and  an  unreserved 
manner,  very  .seldom  laugh.  .Vnd 
.Vmericans  a.ssume  therefore  that  they 
do  not  .see  the  point  of  funny  stories. 

II AHOLD  X’lCllOLSOX, 
liritisli  author,  explainn  his  f el  loir 
couiitri/iueu 


.Xever  lend  book.s — no  one  ever  re- 
turns them.  The  only  book.s  I have  in 
my  library  are  tho.se  people  have  lent 
me. 

— A \ . Vl'( ) L K h'  H ' K . 


The  cure  for  anything  is  .salt  water — 
sweat,  tears,  or  the  sea. 

IsAK  Dini;>i;n. 

Author  of  " Sereu  (lothir  Tales" 


THE  BIOGRAPHY  OF  A JOKE 


Y OU  really  need  a good  gas-mask 
to  play  blindman’s  buff  success- 
lully  when  Joe  and  bis  gassy  old  briar 
are  in  tbe  game.  Tliat  surly  tobacco 
be  stokes  up  with  gives  bim  away. 

Run  a cleaner  tbrougb  your  briar, 
Joe,  scrape  out  tbe  polluted  bowl  — 
then  fill  up  with  mild  Sir  Walter 
Raleigb.  Tbis  gentle  blending  ol  Ken- 
tucky Burleys  gives  off  a delicate  and 
seductive  fragrance  that  appeals  to 
merry  widows  and  wary  klddoes  alike. 
Sir  W^alter  Raleigb  is  cool.  It’s  slow 
burning.  It’s  pipe  smoking  at  its  best. 
Try  it you’ll  be  tbe  bit  of  tbe  party. 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-412 

] Send  for  this 

b 1 F R E E 


h^S  AND  ITS  MILDER 


THE  OLD  LINE 


“ Remember — it's  Christmas  eve. 
No  ^vise  cracks!" 


Never  go  around  with  a married 
woman  unless  you  can  go  tw'o  rounds 
with  her  husband. 

— Eddie  Cantor. 


Anybody  can  play  bridge,  but  it 
takes  a cannibal  to  throw  up  a hand. 

— Cajoler. 


If  takes 


(oput  it  over 


The  athlete  knows  the  value 
of  meat  in  the  diet. 


Don’t  be  satisfied 
with  “just”  meat. 

. . . . Insist  on  carefully  selected 
MEATS  ....  and  all  the  FINE 
FOODS  that  healthy  appetites 
DEMAND. 

Our  hundreds  of  satisfied  custo- 
mers daily  is  your  guarantee  of 
SATISFACTION. 


Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

Hyattsville  Riverdale 

"Telephone  your  order" 


1.  Sent  to  a magazine  by  a reader. 

2.  Published  in  magazine. 

3.  Appears  in  newspaper. 

4.  Re-appears  in  an  almanac. 

5.  Bobs  up  in  a theater  program. 

6.  Gets  a laugh  in  vaudeville. 

7.  After-dinner  speaker  tells  it. 

8.  Appears,  translated,  in  foreign 
papers. 

9.  Translated  back  into  English  and 
makes  round  again. 

10.  Sent  to  same  magazine  by  reader, 
etc.  On  third  cycle  falls  into  hands  of 
college  comics. 


Coach:  “Suppose  it  was  fourth 

down,  on  their  15-yard  line,  with  score 
tied  and  three  minutes  to  go.  What 
would  you  do.’” 

Fourth  String  Quarterback:  “I'd 

slide  down  farther  on  the  bench  to  get 
a better  look  at  the  next  play.” 


The  pawnbroker’s  face 
To  his  fellow-creatures 
Always  possesses 
Redeeming  features. 


“ Women,  women,  et'erywhere  - and  there 
/ was  . ...  a mere  juvenile!" 


T n K ()  L I)  I>  1 X E 


Tioenlji-jive 


SAVIN(J  IT  WITH  SXAl’ 

Slio  was  one  of  those  woiiumi  who  ffo  llirouj>h  life  de- 
iiiaiidinf^'  to  see  I lie  inana<>er. 

lie  was  a self-made  man  and  worshipped  his  creator. 

She  had  a smile  .‘50  years  her  junior. 

He  had  a mnstaehe  like  the  shadow  of  a eominf*'  event. 

lie  was  an  ii|)ri<>ht  as  an  old-fashioned  piano. 

'I'he  niijht  was  as  clear  as  a hahy’s  eonseienee. 


SUNDAY 

Sweet  Sunday;  calm  and  ipiiet  day  of  rest. 

The  weary  student  hy  thy  freedom  hle.s.sed. 

Heeds  not  the  urgent  call  of  breakfast  gong, 

I5nt  snores  aloud,  his  hajiiiy  dreams  prolong. 

The  church  liells  warn  that  he  should  wake  and  then 
.Vrise,  and  shave,  to  ehnreh,  lint  no,  sleeji  again. 

The  Sabbath  afternoon  drags  slowly  on: 
d'he  restless  stude,  his  patience  nearly  gone. 

Departs  to  Tri  Delt  or  ().  Pi; 

They  scan  her  memory  book,  and  liy  and  by. 

Stroll  .slowly  eainpiisward,  and,  if  she's  in  hick. 

He  visits  Zal’s  to  spend  his  hard  earned  Imek, 

Or,  weary  of  the  (piiet  drill,  return 
.Vnd  sit  in  silence,  watch  the  grate  fire  burn, 
riic  clock  .strikes  ten — again.  He  leaves  in  .sorrow 
'I'o  ha.sten  home  and  study  for  the  morrow. 


'I'lie  professor  was  as  impartial  as  the  traffic  lights. 


The  colored  j)orter  was  [loliter  than  a pair  of  sugar  tongs. 


She  fitted  into  his  loneliness  like  a shadow  into  a hollow. 


Ike:  “Did  yon  have  a nice  long  talk  with  Mr. 

doldberg.^’’ 

Mike:  “Did  I!  When  I left,  his  voice  was  .so  tired  he 
could  hardly  lift  his  hands.’’ 


He  gnawed  on  his  grievance  like  a dog  on  a bone. 


She  had  a liberal  month  with  hajijiy  corners. 


She  had  li])s  with  their  zi])|)ers  drawn. 


d'he  stars  were  like  diamonds  on  a canojiy  of  black 
velvet. 


He  was  .so  weary  he  had  no  more  go  in  him  than  an 
unwound  clock. 


He  was  .so  bashful  even  his  voice  blushed. 


She  always  short-circuited  the  conversation. 


For  Power’s  Service  Station! 

Because  it  gives  at  all  times 

24-hour  service  and  courtesy  to  car 
owners,  has  all  accessories,  does  all 
odd  jobs;  because,  in  short,  it  is  the 
perfect  trained  nurse  for  your  auto- 


Opposite  Calvert  Inn 


This  Coupon  Is  Worth 

25/ 

On  ANY  Purchase  of  $1.00  At 


'I'he  dog  ran  with  his  tail  at  half-mast. 


®l)e  JoUp  #ift  ^l)op 

Next  to  the  Varsity  (irill 


He  had  a face  as  long  as  an  after-dinner  speech. 


T werity-six 


T H E O L 1)  L I N E 


Order  Now  For  Christmas 

Fraternity  Pins,  Sister  Pins,  Jewelry  with  your 
Fraternity  Coat'of'arms  or  College  Seal, 
Maryland  Class  Rings 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

204  International  Building  (Second  Floor) 

1319  F Street,  N.W.  Washington,  D.  C. 


Ciude’s  Flowers  are  Universal  in  Their 
Appeal  They  Speak  All  Languages 

Around  the  corner  or  around 
the  world-service  guaranteed 

GUDE  BROS.  CO. 

FLORISTS 

Washington,  D.  C.  Main  Store 

Phone,  Nat.  4276  1212  F Street,  N.  W. 


“Nothing  Tried,  Nothing  Gained'’ 

LUNCHEON  SPECIALS 
BEER  AND  PRETZELS 
SANDWICHES 
STEAK  DINNERS 
CHICKEN  DINNERS  (.Wc) 

QTae  College  Inn 

MISS  C.  H.  WOOD 
On  The  Boulevard  Berwyn  9i 


I*  SI  i rip  II  i % 4^  I li  4^  Ip.  a. 
KA^^KKTIIALL  »AArii:.S 
\Vlii4*li  Will  Aji^siiii  IJv4^  IT|i 
T4i  Tli4^ii*  rpiiisil  IC4^|Miisili4m 
Viiv  .Sii|i4^ri4M*  Ii!iii4^i*isiiiiiii4^iii 


“Here's  to  the  pictures  on  niy  desk, 
meet.” 


May  tliey  never 
Owl. 


HEIL,  1938! 

With  a slight  we  present  the  sad,  sad  tale  of  the  dumber 
than  usual  Freshman  who  objected  to  doing  outside 
reading  becau.se  it  got  so  cold  out  on  the  porch. 

Frolti . 


.Vnd  are  you  .secretly  married  to  her? 

\o,  .she  knows  it. 

\\’ am  pux. 


She  was  only  a slylisl's  daughter,  but  she  sun'  knew 
her  lines. 


The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast. 

When  for  a kiss  he  asked  her. 

She  inu.st  have  answered  yes,  becau.se 
The  shades  came  rlown  much  fa.ster. 

— IlUtwi.s  Siren. 


We  like  to  know  little  intimate  details  about  great  men — 
but  when  the  New  York  Times  Book  Review  j)rints  an 
article  entitled,  “Tolstoy  as  His  Wife  Saw  Him,”  we 
think  that  is  going  a little  too  far. 

— West  Point  Pointer. 


BEER  EXPLODES 
AS  .IF DOE  TALKS 

— Bo.s'ton  Herald. 


liurp!  — d/.  /.  T.  I'oo  Doo. 


Young  Oeorge: 
cut  your  sherry.” 


“ ^ es,  father,  1 cannot  tell  a lie;  1 
Ohio  (Ireen  (loot. 


What  keeps  the  sun  in  the  sky? 

It’s  beams! 

Purple  Parrot. 


FHESHMAX  BE.VTITFDES 

Ble.ssed  ;»re  I he  wealthy  for  they  shall  be  pledged. 

— Ohioan. 


T II  K ()  I.  I)  I-  I N K 


Tircnlu-sfvni 


Mother:  “Son,  what  do  you  wish  to  he  wlien  you  grow 
up?” 

Sou  (reading  Ballyhoo):  “A  plumber!” 

Hammer  Jammer. 


FATHER,  DEAR  FATHER 

Mr.  lirown  (peej)iug  timidly  into  fraternity  hon.se 
living  room):  “Does  Larry  Brown  live  here?” 

\’oicc  from  the  .sofa:  “Yes,  bring  him  in.” 

— Haiitlier. 


Nowadays  when  a girl  gets  her  neck  broken  in  an  auto- 
mobile we  don’t  know  whether  the  oar  was  wrecked  or  not. 

— Harr. 


“Boy  look  at  that  dame!  Why  do  they  streamline  'em 
that  way?” 

“To  overcome  resistance.” 

— ]\'e,st  Point  Pointer. 


He:  “I  understand  your  kisses  speak  the  language  of 

love.” 

She:  “Yes?” 

He:  “Well,  let's  talk  things  over.” 

— Imre. 


If  all  the  traveling  salesmen’s  jokes  were  true,  there 
would  be  a lot  less  college  students. 

Punch  Hoirl. 


HOW  TO  WIN  YOI  R 01 RL 

Dio.vu  S.vLLv: 

“Of  all  the  girls  I've  asked  to  come  to  this  dance,  I most 
hope  you  can  come.  " 

'Pommy. 

Hlue  (lator. 


Two  spinsters  were  discussing  men. 

“Which  would  you  desire  most  in  your  hu.sband — 
brains,  wealth,  or  appearance?”  asked  one. 

“Appearance,”  snapped  the  other,  “and  the  .sooner  the 
better.” 


“What's  the  richest  country  in  the  world?” 
“Ireland.” 

“Wh  at’s  your  proof?” 

“ H('r  capital  has  been  Dublin  for  years.” 


Cfnt£!tmaiS  #rcetiitg£i 

from 

CHANEY’S  GARAGE 


WHY  NOT  GIVE  YOUR  WIFE  AN 
ELECTRIC  SHOCK  FOR  CHRISTMAS? 

Westinghouse  Refrigerators, 
Electric  Stoves,  Irons, 

Toasters,  Etc. 

Hyattsville  H ardware  Co. 

Hyattsville  205  Greenwood  1915 


We  are  making  a special  effort  to  meet  the 
fuel  oil  and  coal  requirements  of  the  sororities 
and  fraternities  of  the  University.  Call  us  at 
Hyattsville  170;  we  can  offer  you  low  rates, 
good  service  and  product,  and  quick  delivery. 

DICKEY  BROTHERS 

HYATTSVILLE 

Wood  Build  Ing  M dterial 


College  Park  Bowling  Alleys 

As  a Christmas  Gift,  We  Offer 

A Special  Rate 

ON  PRESENT.VTION  OF  THIS  COUPON 

Name 

Bowling  Special,  2 Games  25c 

(This  Coupon  Void  .\fter  .fan nary  10,  /y.?5) 


Loij. 


Tu'enty-eighl 


T 11  E 0 L 1)  L 1 N E 


College  Park  Airport  Offers 

1.  Reasonable  charter  flights  anywhere  for 
groups  of  students  at  the  Christmas  holiday. 

2.  Special  student  instruction  the  year  around. 

3.  Safety,  Speed  and  Satisfaction  in  the  air  the 
modern  way. 

GEORGE  BRINCKERIIOFF,  Manager 

Berwyn  315 


Mulshing  Ton  a 

^3(Cerry  Qiristmas 


The  Keystone  Printing  Co.,  Inc. 

HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 


We  Specialize  In 


STUDENT  LAUNDERING 
FRATERNITY  FLAT  WORK 
FAMILY  BUNDLES 

Call  For  and  Delivery  Service 
Greenwood  2600 


LAUNDRV 

**All  The  Name  Implies'* 


it 

4.  ¥. 


Dear  Santa: 

College  Park  may  be  a little  dump  and  all  that,  but 
jilease  don’t  skip  over  us  this  time.  What  we  need 
are  more  places  of  entertainment  along  the  Boule- 
vard, as  things  are  getting  pretty  dull  around  here. 
But  psst!  What  we  want  most  of  all  is  a whole 
sleigh  full  of  real  Christmas  cheer.  Comj)renez? 
Atta  boy,  Santa  ol’  socks! 

Thanx, 

The  C'()lee(;e  Bon  \’ivants. 


The  genteel  motorist  had  just  pulled  into  the  gasoline 
station  for  the  inevitable  gasoline.  That  being  over,  the 
attendant  was  going  through  his  little  ritual. 

“Check  the  oil,  sir.’’’ 

“Naw,  it  Is  O.  K.’’ 

“Got  enough  water  in  the  radiator?’’ 

“A’ep,  filled  up.’’ 

“Anything  else,  sir?’’ 

“A  es,  would  you  please  .stick  out  your  tongue  .so  I can 
.seal  this  letter?’’ 

— Pin  Panther. 


If  Cleopatra  made  Mark  Anthony  the  mark  he  was.  if 
-Inlius  Caesar  made  Brntus  the  brute  he  was,  who  made 
Lydia  Pinkham  the  pill  she  is? 

— Buffalo  Bi.s'on. 


” Last  summer  1 had  my  hand  taken  off  at  the  wrist — by 
an  axe." 

“That’s  nothing.  I had  my  hand  taken  off  at  the  knee — 
by  a woman." 

Punch  Bold. 


"Flow'd  you  like  the  .steak  at  the  fraternity  smoker?" 
“It  was  fine  after  I had  .stropped  the  knife  on  it.” 

— Bed  Cat. 


Senior:  "The  trees  are  leaving  and  we  haven't  gotten 

any  board  ont  of  them  yet." 

.lunior:  “That’s  all  right,  keep  their  trunks.” 


IE  OH! 

Witter,  water  everywhere. 

And  not  a droi)  to  drink. 

Someone  ojtened  the  spigot 

.\nd  it  idl  went  down  the  sink. 

Puppet. 


VKST  l’()(’KKT  ESSAY  ON  LIFE  AND  S'l'KIEE 


“ Life  Ecgiiis  at  Forty”  is  the  title  of  a recent  hook — and 
it's  not  supposed  to  be  fiction.  Yet  most  of  us  would 
agree  that  Strife  begins  at  Forty.  It’s  about  that  time  a 
man  stops  growing  on  both  ends  and  starts  growing  in  the 
middle.  He  scrupulously  watches  his  calories,  eats  his 
vitamins,  and  vigorously  practices  girth  control — a few 
days  each  year. 

It’s  the  period  when  he  becomes  mellow  and  philo- 
■sophical,  or  else  his  milk  of  human  kindness  .starts  to  sour 
and  he  gets  cynical.  He  gets  as  suspicious  of  new  business 
deals  as  a sparrow  is  of  an  anto  salesman  talking  to  a horse 
owner.  He  has  given  up  the  childish  belief  that  Santa 
(’lau.se  lives  at  the  North  Foie,  but  has  developed  strong 
misgivings  he  hangs  out  at  the  voting  polls.  He  has 
learned  that  all  are  not  girls  that  giggle  and  that  few  women 
ever  reach  40.  They  tarry  at  21  several  years,  stop  at  32 
a while,  and  then  jump  between  .'50  and  60  in  one  leap. 
In  her  battle  against  time — and  kitchen  wear  and  tear — 
she  may  pull  out  stray  gray  hairs,  get  a henna  rinse,  suffer 
through  a reducing  diet,  and  exercise  off  curves  in  the 
wrong  places,  but  she  can  wisely  smile  when  He  says: 
“I’m  just  as  good  a man  as  I was  20  years  ago,  an’  I eat 
an’  do  as  I please.  I don’t  notice  a bittadifference.” 
But  then. 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  For 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


^V  omen’s  faults  are  many. 

Men  have  only  two: 

Everything  they  say, 

.\nd  everything  they  do. 

— Purple  Parrot. 


Baa,  baa,  black  sheep!  Have  you  any  wool.^ 

^’es,  sir,  yes,  sir,  three  bags  full. 

One  for  my  master  and  one  for  my  dame, 

.Vnd  one  for  the  college  students  to  pull  over  the  eyes  of 
37,  473,  890  jrrofessors. 

— . I irgwan. 


1)e.u{  Ce.vtts,  You  Old  Scoundkel: 

Full-eaze  give  us 

.some  better  ideas  for  this  maga- 

zinc  than  this  one! 

You’d  better  .send  us  a whole  lot 

of  new  wool,  too,  as 

the  stuff  we’ve  been  jrulling  over 

the  eyes  of  the  campus  for  the  j)ast  few  years  is 

getting  threadbare. 

Don’t  mention  it. 

The  Old  Line  Staff. 

IN  THE  LOCKEK  ROOM 


DON'T  YtELD  TO 

FATIGUE  .. 


AFTER  A HARD  GAME  .... 

"Cliff  ’ Montgomery 

Famous  quarterback!  Now  starring 
with  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers.  "Cliff” 
says:  "After  a game,  the  first  thing  I 
do  in  the  locker  room  is  to  light  up  a 
Camel— get  a swell  'lift’— and  in  a short 
time  I feel  lOOf^c  again— Camels  don’t 
interfere  with  healthy  nerves.” 


FOR  YOUR  OWN  DAILY  LIFE  YOU  NEED 
ENERGY,  TOO.  Turn  to  Camels  and  see  what  others 
mean  when  they  say  that  they  "get  a lift  with  a Camel.” 
Camels  help  to  dispel  tiredness,  ward  off  "blue”  moments 
—actually  increase  your  supply  of  available  energy. 
Camel’s  "energizing  effect”  has  been  confirmed  by  science. 
Smoke  all  you  want.  Camels  never  jangle  your  nerves. 


LAW  STUDENT 

E.  R.  O’Neil,  ’37,  says: 
"I  try  to  avoid  overdo- 
ing, and  part  of  my  pro- 
gram  is  smoking 
Camels.  There’s  enjoy- 
ment in  Camels.  They 
give  me  a delightful 
'lift.’  I smoke  them  con- 
stantly and  they  never 
bother  my  nerves.” 


ALL  TOBACCO  MEN 
KNOW... 

II  Camels  are  made  from 
finer.  More  Expensive 
Tobaccos— Turkish  and 
Domestic  — than  any 
other  popular  brand,  n 


f 


EXPLORER 

Capt.  R.  Stuart  Murray, 
F.R.G.S.,  says:  "I  was  in 
Honduras  10  months. 
Fortunately  I had  plenty 
of  Camels.  They  always 
give  me  a 'pick-up’  in 
energy.  I prefer  Camel’s 
flavor,  too.  They  never 
upset  my  nerves.” 


SPORTS  WRITER 


Pat  Robinson  of  INS  — 
always  on  the  jump.  Of 
course  he  gets  tired!  But 
— "I  find  Camels  restore 
my  pep,”  Pat  says.  "I 
smoke  at  least  two  packs 
a day,  and  they  never  in- 
terfere with  my  nerves.” 


7 


Copyriglit.  1U34,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Comp.my 
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LEAF  TOBACCO 
^ EXPERTS  AGREE: 


ACROSS  HIS  DESK  flows  the  news 
of  the  world:  Ray  Baker  of  In- 
ternational News  Service.  Tele- 
graph wires  . . . cables  from  for- 
eign countries  . . . flash  100,000 
words  a day  to  Baker  ...  to  be 
quickly  judged  and  edited. 


Copyright.  U»34,  K.  J-  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


^^Cameis  are  made  from 


PERSONAL  EXPERIENCES  THAT  POINT 
THE  WAY  TO  INCREASED  ENERGY! 


finer.  More  Expensive 
Tobaccos  — Turkish  and 
Domestic  — than  any 
other  popular  brand. 


Newspaper  man — hockey  star — busi- 
ness woman— wherever  smokers  are 
placed  in  life,  they  notice  a positive 
energy -refreshing  effect  from  smok- 
ing Camels  when  they  are  tired  or 
"out  of  sorts.” 

As  Ray  Baker  says  regarding  his 
own  experience:  "The  man  on  the 
INS  news  desk  has  a high-pressure  job. 

"Whenever  I feel  'all  in’  Camels 
bring  back  my  pep,  and  I can  tackle 


the  next  story  with  renewed  energy! 
For  over  ten  years  I’ve  preferred 
Camels.  They  have  a rich,  distinctive 
flavor  that  just  suits  me.  And  I can 
smoke  Camels  continually  without 
jangled  nerves.” 

Science  confirms  the  experience  of 
smokers  regarding  Camel’s  "energiz- 
ing effect.”  Y ou  can  smoke  them  freely 
since  Camel’s  matchless  blend  of  cost- 
lier tobaccos  never  upsets  the  nerves ! 


COLLEGE  STUDENT — Ma- 
joring in  chemistry."After 
a hard  session  a Camel 
tastes  simply  swell,”  Rich- 
ard Whitney  says,  "and 
what  is  more  important, 
it  refreshes  my  energy.” 


HOCKEY  STAR.  "Bill”Cook 
says:  "I  smoke  only 
Camels.  Their  taste  sure 
hits  the  spot!  I smoke  a 
lot  and  I find  that  Camels 
never  get  on  my  nerves 
or  tire  my  taste.” 


Caniel’s  costlier  Tobaccos  never 


get  on  your  Ne 


rves 


I 
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“ The  art  . ...  is  more  like 
wrestling  than  dancing.^  i)i  so  far 
as  it  stands  ready  against  the 
accidental  and  the  unforseen  . . . 

— Marcus  Aurelius’s  Meditations 
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....  Teri}sirhorean  tribulation 

Ai;rn()ij(;n  it  iniglit  have  l)eeti  a l)it  more  aj){)ro- 
priate  in  Paradise  Lost  than  in  Comas,  tlie  immortal 
Milton,  in  (leseril)ing  the  Junior  IVoni,  said: 

M idniylif  shout  and  revel rij, 

Tipsj!  dance  and  jollity.’' 

whieh  is  not  only  aj)t,  hut  reveals  a deal  of  j)erspicaeity  in 
the  poet. 

From  the  time  of  its  rather  stiff  beginning,  when  it  was 
known  as  “The  May  Ball,”  on  down  to  the  hnrly-bnrly 
sophistication  of  the  pre.sent  day,  the  Junior  Prom  ever 
has  been  the  bandwagon  of  the  (’ollege  Park  social  parade, 
its  .sjdendor  and  glamour  tran.seending  that  of  any  other 
fnnction.  Its  coming  is  heralded  by  avid  anticipation,  and 
its  passing  marked  by  fond  recollections  and  jdeasant 
memories. 

Of  course,  the  Prom  itself  always  is  aeeoni])anied  by  a 
surprising  amount  of  hullabaloo  and  frantic  fuss  and 
feathers;  racketeering  is  annually  di.seovered  among  the 
corsage  agents,  the  band  turns  out  to  be  a gyp  outfit,  or  the 
favors  are  branded  as  a hook,  and  a yearly  toll  is  always 
taken  in  blind  dates  that  go  askew,  leaving  a few  di.sap- 
pointed  maidens  at  the  po.st. 

But  time  paints  the  .soiree  in  pinkish  hues.  Daisies  that 
should  liave  been  orchids  are  |)ressed  tenderly  in  memory 
books  ju.st  the  same;  the  lurid  tales  of  the  bounder  boost 
his  .saturation  point  by  gallons  as  the  po.st-Prom  headache 
.slips  farther  behind,  and  a hundred  starched  wing  collars, 
whose  toj)  edges  are  significantly  tinged  with  rouge,  are 
consistently  withheld  from  the  laundry.  One  slowly 
forgets  the  tumnltons,  jolting  scuffle,  the  raucous  blaring 
of  a battery  of  brass,  and  remembers  only  .soft  lights  . . . . 
a warm,  velvety  cheek  ....  and  graceful  shadows  swaying 
to  lilting,  mellow  strains  of  music  .... 

.V  Prom  has  come  and  gone. 


the  rare  tale  of  a preternatural  oeenrrenee  during  last 
year’s  finals  we’ll,  by  your  leave,  brook  the  unjdeasant 
sul)jeet  of  mid-years  again. 

The  hero  of  our  little  dram  is  a lad  who.se  classroom 
indolence  in  one  of  his  “requireds”  had  placed  him 
dangerously  near  the  brink.  Suddenly  pos.sessed  of 
eleventh-hour  zeal,  he  boned  nearly  the  whole  of  the  night 
before,  and  as  the  fateful  day  began  to  be  born,  he  closed 
his  book  and  his  weary  lids  for  a couple  of  hours  of  sleep. 
But  miserahile  dicta!  lie  .slept  quite  through  the  exami- 
nation. 

Agh  ast  and  pained  at  his  misfortune,  he  made  his 
belated  way  to  the  professor’s  office,  where  that  worthy 
already  had  begun  correcting  another  set  of  the  little  bine 
books.  The  lad  seated  him.self  resignedly,  awaiting  an 
audience. 

The  ogre  at  last  glanced  up,  and  a.ssuming  him  to  be 
another  of  his  pupils  come  to  collect  his  grade,  reached  for 
his  record  book.  Running  his  finger  down  fhe  page  while 
his  student  prepared  to  swing  his  alibi  into  action,  he 
suddenly  i)au.sed  and  ejaculated,  “A  fine  j)aper,  IMr. 
Twiddle!”  fWe  are  wifhholding  his  true  name  because 
of  his  youth). 

Twiddle’s  jaw  dropped.  Sarcasm? 

“In  fact,  I was  agreeably  surprised,  “continued  the 
])rof. 

“Damn!”  muttered  Twiddle.  This  was  too  much.  lie 
craned  his  neck  and  followed  to  its  end  the  curving  finger 
of  the  profe.s.sor,  where,  like  the  fable  of  the  gold  at  the  end 
of  the  rainbow,  .sparkled  an  undi.sj)utable  A. 

M urnmring  eonfu.sed  thanks  and  apologies.  Twiddle 
made  quick  his  getaway  into  the  open  air.  And  the  only 
.solution  he  has  reached  to  this  day  is  that  the  prof  cor- 
rected all  the  exams  first,  and  then  entered  the  grades  in 
his  book,  in  the  process  absent-mindedly  entering  that  of 
a smartster  whose  name  is  very  similar  to  Twiddle’s 
twice.  Personally,  he  doesn’t  give  a darn  how  it  hai)pened. 


....  The  a.  m.  prof  again 

Despite  the  fact  that  Prom  Week-end  was  inter- 
j)olated  between  .seme.sters  to  act  as  a .sort  of  .shot  in 
the  arm  after  finals  and  that  a Prom  Number  ought  to 
enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  in  order  to  pa.ss  on  to  yon 


....  Experentia  docet  stnltos 

SPEAKING  of  absent-mindedness,  there  is  the  story  of 
one  of  the  boys  on  the  art  staff  of  College  Park’s 
olde.st  and  be.st  magazine.  To  come  to  the  point,  it  was  the 

{Please  turn  page) 


Four 


THE  OLD  LINE 


art  editor  liimself,  whose  brain,  while  talented,  is  somewhat 
addieted  to  hedge-hopj)ing. 

Raeing  madly  to  the  baek  road  at  4.10,  he  stood  pati- 
ently for  .some  time,  accosting  each  motori.st  with  the 
familiar  ge.sture  of  the  vagabond.  At  la.st,  after  the  best 
])art  of  an  hour  had  pa.s.sed,  he  got  a lift.  The  driver 
obligingly  let  him  out  within  a few  blocks  of  his  house  in 
Washington,  and  on  arriving  in  front  of  it,  he  was  im- 
mediately struck  by  an  odd  barene.ss  of  the  curb  in  front 
of  his  home. 

And  then  it  dawned  upon  him.  He  had  driven  his  own 
car  to  .school  that  morning,  and  left  it  re.sting  ])eacefully 
in  the  Men’s  Parking  Lot. 


SHE  WAS  OX  I A 

She  was  only  a printer’s  daughter,  but  I sure  liked 
her  type. 

* * * 

She  was  only  an  undertaker’s  daughter,  but,  oh,  how 
she  could  lay  them  out! 

* * * 


She  was  only  a good  plumber’s  daughter,  thus  her  face 
flushed  silently. 

* * * 


She  was  only  a lumberman’s  daughter,  but  her  limbs 
were  oke. 


* * * 


She  was  only  an  oculist’s  daughter,  but  give  her  two 
gla.s.ses  and  she’ll  make  a spectacle  of  herself. 

* * * 

She  was  only  a film  cen.sor’s  daughter  but  she  knew 
when  to  cut  it  out. 

* * 

She  was  the  stage  manager’s  daughter  but  she  had  the 
loveliest  props. 

* * * 

She  was  only  a bottle-maker’s  daughter  but  nothing 
could  stopper. 

* * * 


She  was  only  a shoemaker’s  daughter,  but  she  stuck  to 
the  last. 

* * * 

She  was  a miner’s  daughter  but  she  was  never  lu'-ing. 

* * * 

And  then  there  was  the  cannibal’s  daughter  who  liked 
the  boys  best  when  they  were  stewed. 


Her  father  may  have  worked  in 
sure  had  a nice  set  of  j)ins. 


a bowling  alley,  but  .she 
— Purloined. 


THE  BEGINNING  OF  A BEAUTIFUL  FRIENDSHIP 

Some  hou.se  party,  huh? 

A’eah,  some  house  jjarty. 

^'eah ! 

Yeah ! 

Who’s  your  date? 

Bill. 

I haven’t  seen  him  since  the  first  day  of  this  hou.se  party? 
Neither  have  I.  Who’s  your  date? 

Mary,  you  haven’t  seen  her,  have  you? 

Not  since  the  first  day  of  this  * * * * hou.se  party. 

How  about  you  and  me  going  out  and  looking  at  the 
moon? 

().  K. 

Some  house  party,  huh? 

Yeah,  .some  house  ])arty. 

Yeah. 

Yeah. 

.Vll  of  which  has  no  ymint,  but  just  goes  to  show  some- 
thing or  other. 


FAMOUS  POLh:S 


North 

South 

Pilsudski 

Paderewski 

Telegraph 

Literary  Digest 


“Nice  day  for  era.se,”  .said  the  student,  toying  with  his 
examination  paper. 


She  was  only  a junkman’s  daughter,  but  she  knew  all 
the  dumps. 


HEARD  XT  THE  PROM 

First  dance:  “How  do  you  do.  I’m  .so  glad  to  meet 

you.  I’ve  heard  .so  much  about  you.” 

Second  dance:  “How  do  you  do.  I’m  awfully  glad  to 
meet  you.  I’ve  heard  .so  much — ” 

Fourth  dance:  “How  do  you  do.  I’m  awfully  glad  to 
meet  you. 

Fifth  dance:  “How  do  you  do.  I’m  awfully  glad — ” 
Seventh  dance:  “How  do  you  do.” 

Eighth  dance:  “How  ’do.” 

Tenth  dance:  “Hello!” 

Twelfth  dance:  “Hie.  ” 


' '*?iS«lc.j. 


“Come,  professor,  I just  kuow  I'll  make  an  “A"  in  your  Pleistocene  Paleontology 
if  you'll  tell  me  all  about  it  u'hile  ice're  leading  the  Prom!” 
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6.  It  had  been  his  one  ambition  to  have  a perfect  intermission 
’Oause  he’d  heard  so  many  Promenaders  brag. 

But  she  maintained  her  inhibitions  with  a firmness  of 
decision. 

That  left  him  innocently  holding  the  bag. 


2.  “Where  are  we  going,  my  pretty 
maid,  oh  where,  oh  where  can  it 
be?” 

“I  ain’t  maid  yet,  let’s  don’t 
forget,  but  we  surely  are  out  for 
a spree!” 


THE  PROMINENTAL 


PROMMIM 


One  for  the  money,  two  for  the 
show,  three  to  make  ready,  and 
there  goes  Flo!  “Catch  me, 
Cuthbert,  ’cause  if  I fall  off  the 
roof  now.  I’ll  be  in  a helluva  fix 
for  the  Prom!” 


The  Old  Line's  Social  Sen 
a simple  and  complete  m 
count  which  leaves  noti] 
didn't  get  bids  to  the  Pr\ 
trouble  and  expense] 
can  stay  comfortably  by  3] 
of  the  O.  L. 


That  this  twosome  is  gruesome 
is  a fact  that  is  viewsome. 

On  that  we  all  readily  agree. 
It’s  a wonderful  dance,  we  ad- 
mire their  stance. 

But  it  looks  like  h — if  you  ask 
me. 


5. 


J 
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E WILL  liO!” 

^artment  has  prepared 
I of  the  Prom— an  ac- 
"old  -- for  those  who 
y bother  with  all  the 
ig  to  the  thing  when  you 
i fireside  with  a copy 
s nothing? 


A 

3.  “As  for  thumbing,  thumbs  down,  or  we’ll  never  get  to 


town, 

Testudo  is  slow,  but  he’s  sure.’’ 

“Oh!  It’s  that  man  again. 

Should  I bash  in  his  brain? 

For  this  ticket  will  make  us  both  poor.’’ 


7.  Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  Hill. 

They  behaved  just  as  they  oughter. 

For  he  knew  damn  well  she’d  smack  him  down 
And  if  you  think  that’s  funny  you’re  crazy. 


POSED  BY  FRED  HASKIN,  JR..  FLO 
SMALL,  AND  CORP.  CARL  DILLINGER 
PHOTOGRAPHY  BY  CLYDE  DUBOSE 


4.  “Tandem  guys!”  the  hero  cries, 
“This  is  almost  as  good  as  a 
flivvah!” 

I believe  that  we  might 
Ride  to  Parasol  right. 

But  we’re  in-Seine  and  might 
* fall  in  the  rivvah.” 
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THE  ROSSBOURU  CLUB 

Maryland's  Oldest  Social  Organization 


At  approximately  nine  of  the  clock 
on  the  evening  of  the  thirty-first 
of  January,  Dan  (Jregory  will  stand 
before  his  band  on  the  rostrum  in  the 
Ritchie  Gymnasium  and  lift  his  baton. 
The  lofty  overhead  lights,  glaring  down 
through  the  interstices  of  a colorful 
maze  of  streamers,  will  darken,  giving 
j)lace  to  the  soft,  dreamy  glow  of  a 
gigantic  many-hued  chandelier  . . . . 
the  baton  will  descend  ....  and  another 
Rossbourg  Dance  will  swing  into  being. 

And  in  .somewhat  the  same  manner — 
except,  of  course,  in  slightly  different 
settings  and  with  other  orchestra.s — 
Ro.ssbourg  Dances  have  been  swinging 
into  being  for  nearly  forty-five  years. 
Exact  records  are  not  available,  but  it 
appears  that  the  Ro.s.sbourg  Club  was 
born  in  either  1891  or  ’9'-2. 

“Until  that  time,” 
reads  an  ancient  Reveille, 

“no  college  organization 
had  supported  dancing, 
and  no  dances  were  held 
on  the  grounds.  The 
name  came  from  the  old 
Ros.sbourg  Inn,  .... 
which  in  colonial  days 
was  famous  as  a place  of 
revelry  and  hearty  enter- 
tainment. Here  assem- 
bled the  most  gallant 
gentlemen  of  the  South 
and  North  on  their  jour- 
neys in  either  direction. 

It  was  the  meeting  place 
of  the  two  .sections.  Here 
George  Washington  and 
other  colonial  dignitaries 
(notably,  the  Marquis  de 
LaFayette)  stopped  to 
partake  of  Maryland 
hospitality.  Certainly 
our  predecessors  did  well 
in  naming  our  cotillion 


Kv  TKSTI  IIO 

club  ‘Ro.s.sbourg’.” 

Dr.  F.  R.  Bomberger,  ’94,  one  of  the 
fir.st  presidents  of  the  (’lub,  .states  that 
the  early  dances  were  held  in  the 
ba.sement  of  the  “Old  Graystone 
Dormitories,”  which  was  destroyed  in 
the  notorious  and  disa.strous  fire  of 
November  29,  1912.  The  functions 
differed  from  tho.se  of  today  in  that 
they  started  at  eight — and  that  meant 
eighi,  mind  you — and  ended  promptly 
at  eleven  forty-five,  and  imstead  of  the 
roi.stering  Carioca  and  (’ontinental  of 
today,  the  cadets  of  old  M.  A.  (’. 
meticulously  executed  the  .steps  of  the 
■schotti.sche,  the  i)olka,  the  waltz,  and 
the  .scpiare  dance. 

Continuing  on  uj)  through  the  un- 
broken hi.story  of  the  Rossbourg  Club 


to  the  famous  Cla.ss  of  ’08,  which 
included  such  familiar  names  as  II.  C. 
Byrd,  L.  B.  Broughton,  and  II.  B. 
Hoshall,  we  find  that  the  dances 
became  even  more  impre.ssive  affairs. 
A dinner  was  sometimes  given  at 
intermi.ssion,  and  the  functions  were 
always  strictly  formal,  which,  in  tho.se 
days,  meant  full  evening  dre.ss  and  not 
dinner  jackets. 

Ro.ssbourg  finances  reached  a low 
ebb  in  1910,  but  rather  than  .see  the 
(’lub  disband,  the  Ibiiversity  came  to 
the  rescue,  and  for  the  next  few  years 
the  organization  was  subsidized  under 
the  .student  activities  budget.  .Vs  one 
wag  remarked,  the  low  ebb  in  finances 
occurred  at  the  time  of  the  departure 
of  the  famous  (’la.ss  of  ’08,  but  as  none 
of  tho.se  members  named 
above  were  officers  of  the 
club,  the  shortage  on  the 
books  was  j)rol)ably  not 
traceable  to  them. 

And  pa.ssing  on  to  the 
’teens  of  the  century,  it 
is  notable  that  Major 
“(  harlie”  Silve.ster,  now 
President  of  the  “^1” 
('lub,  was  President  of 
the  Rossbourg  Club  in 
1911. 

According  to  the  testi- 
mony of  members  of  the 
club  around  1914,  whose 
spokesman  is  Professor 
“Swede”  E}>pley,  the 
j)ayment  of  a five-dollar 
subscription  in  the  good 
old  days  entitled  the 
student  to  weekly  dancing 
lessons  given  by  Seniors 
in  the  Dining  Hall  as 
well  as  admission  to  the 
dances. 

{Continued  on  page  22) 


The  historic  Rossbourg  Inn,  already  over  one  hundred  years  old 
u'hen  its  namesake  organization  was  formed. 
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Between  the  liom-s  of  ten  o’clock,  the  evening  of 
February  first,  and  two  o’clock,  the  morning  of 
February  second,  to  syncopated  attempts  at  music  beneath 
whatever  light  manages  to  filter  through  the  smoke  of  five 
hundred  odd  cigarettes,  breathing  any  clean  air  that  eludes 
the  odor  of  some  1200  bodies,  kicking  broken  glassware 
into  dark  corners  with  shoes  reeking  savagely  of  freshly 
smeared  polish,  with  hair  intricately  and  esj)ecially  arti- 
ficed  and  fingernails  hideously  discolored,  in  cuffs  and 
collars  inhumaidy  starched  and  shirt-fronts  incorruptibly 
white,  through  the  media  of  shuffle  and  squirm  and 
babel  ....  the  Junior  Class  of  the  University  will  present 
its  annual  Promenade  ....  Come  one,  come  all  ...  . 

You  slip  your  dollar  bill  under  the  curved  glass  and  out 
come  two  tickets  and  two  quarters.  This  haj)pens  about 
seven  hundred  times  an  evening.  The  name’s  “Dizzy,” 
and  the  next  time  you  go  to  Ilyattsville,  tell  her  she  smokes 
too  much  ....  Reading  from  left  to  right,  you  have 
“Untz”  Brewer,  “Snitz”  Snyder,  A1  Woods  ....  and 
Bill  Guckeijson — the  football  Hall  of  Fame  ....  It’s  as 
simple  as  this:  Paris  and  London  to  Esquire,  to  Bourke, 
to  College  Park  ....  A name  and  a young  lady  you  should 


know — Dorothy  Trout  ....  Wish  Kent  would  get  straigh- 
tened out  here.  Lady  or  Tiger?  Real  quick  now.  Bob  . . . . 
If  “Curley”  Edmunds  sees  this,  will  he  please  come 
around  and  pay  us  that  ten  ....  All  will  be  forgiven. 

^ A wisp  of  nondescript  hair  floating  nebulously  around 
his  forehead  ....  Frayed  knickers,  and  a cheap  rubber 
jacket  too  thin  for  the  cold  ....  Gripping  manfully  a pack 
of  papers  with  the  left  and  tugging  furiously  with  the 
right  hand  at  a sock  that  refu-ses  to  stay  wedded  to  the 
knee-top  ....  bawling  his  journalistic  wares  with  a will 
....  This  is  “Spike.”  You’ve  crowded  around  him  in  the 
Me.ss  Hall;  you’ve  walked  up  and  down  the  Hill  with  him; 
you’ve  read  his  papers.  You’d  doubt  that  he  was  fifteen 
years  old  and  a junior  in  high  school;  but  you’d  never 
believe  that  students  would  deliberately  steal  his  papers, 
and  that  he  still  thinks  they’re  the  grande.st  bunch  in  the 
world. 

*51  You’ll  find  it  hard  to  understand,  but  then  you’ve 
jjrobably  never  been  to  summer  school  at  College  Park 
. . . . Jasper  Hayden  Ricketts  doth  hereby  announce 
engagement  and  plans  for  marriage  in  the  immediate 
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future  to  one  “Reds”  Wilson,  teaclier  and  reformer 


extraordinary  ....  Dark  beer  and  a .southern  accent. 
Congratulations!  ....  Johnny  Hull,  who,  incidentally,  has 


worked  his  way  through  three  and  a half  years  here  and 
made  a darn  good  job  of  it,  is  the  prond  donor  of  the 
engagement  ring  on  the  finger  of  one  Gerry  Minker  ....  up 
Frederick  way  ....  It’s  a tough  grind,  Kitty,  and  you’d 
better  begin  early.  Let’s  have  a good  write-uj)  on  this 
year’s  Revue. 

Thousands  will  remember  how  he  repeatedly  sto])|)ed 
“Shipwreck”  Kelly  at  the  line  of  scrimmage  ....  how  he 
c-on,si,stently  fathomed  and  brought  crashing  to  earth  the 
rushes  of  “Dixie”  Roberts  and  a good  Vanderbilt  team 
....  how,  for  three  years,  he  cleared  the  way  for  one  of  the 
greatest  backfields  Maryland  has  ever  seen  ....  but  how 
pitifully  few  have  ever  seen  him  flick  those  almost  hairless 
eyelids  and  grin  as  innocently  as  a babe  ....  have  ever 
seen  him  soften  and  sj)eak  near-sentimentally  of  a father 
and  mother  a thou.sand  odd  miles  away  ....  Happy  days, 
.\1  Woods,  and  the  best  of  hick! 

^ A cemetery  at  night,  Mike,  is  no  place  to  get  lost  with 


a date.  Mellwood  to  the  contrary  ....  It’s  common 
practice,  and  we’ve  really  forgotten  where  it  came  from 
. . . . Barbara  Judd  reminds  us  too  much  of  Zazu  Pitt’s 
acting  for  it  not  to  be  mentioned  ....  A lad  with  the 
poi.se  of  a Barrymore,  the  correctne.ss  of  Miss  Po.st’s  male 
counterpart,  and  a natural  aloofne.ss  all  his  very  inimitable 
own  ....  is  Bob  Reid. 

We  kick  it,  throw  books  on  it,  leave  it  unmade,  mal- 
treat it  in  a thousand  different  ways  ....  but,  .soon  ac 
“evening  shades  jirevail,”  we  seek  its  comfort  and  its 
.solace;  and  it  gives  unstintingly.  Ajiart,  it  .seems  im- 
[lersonal,  almost  disintere.sted;  but  when  we  slip  between 
covers,  .stretch  weary  limbs  at  full,  corner  one  arm  com- 
fortably, unbend  an  aching  back,  and  dig  a hole  in  the 
pillow  for  the  head  ....  we  feel  trouble  and  tiredness  slowly 
alxsorbed  into  .softne.ss  and  warmth  ....  and  we  feel,  as  we 
do  now,  that  our  bed  must  have  a great  .soul.  Hereafter 
we  shall  respect  it  and  indulge  those  little  whims  of  crease 
and  ruffle,  for  its  good  is  great,  its  wants  so  few. 

a pearl,  my  sonl  ....  The  moon  is  an  eternal  mistletoe 
....  before  swine. 

(Pnight. 
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Til 

IMBIBIN'II 

Question:  Do  you  faii 
men  giving  corsagt 

Juniki 


Martha  Cannon:  Of  course,  I favor 

the  corsage  question,  especially  if  they 
are  nice  and  pink.  It  is  true  that  a 
bustle  forms  a better  background,  but 
there’s  nothing  like  a corsage  for  put- 
ting up  a good  front. 


Norwood  Sothoron:  PersonalU' 

and  economically  1 am  opposed  to  the 
corsage  as  an  adjunct  to  the  Prom.  Too 
many  flowers  always  gi\e  me  ha>’ 
fever,  and  anyway,  they’re  liable  to 
cause  sneezure  of  the  pocketbook. 


I 


IlaroHti  al  liaschid:  Sure,  if  fhetj  can  find  aui/  place  la  put 


i 
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( 


lEPORTER 


e custom  of  young 
\young  ladies  for  the 
rom  ? 


Dr.  T()(1TI!Ms:  By  all  means  the 

senoritas  should  have  corsages.  The 
bo(iuets,  however,  should  be  made  of 
well  known  plants,  so  in  the  case  of  our 
Caballeros  being  financialh'  embarassed 
after  the  IVom,  senorita  can  have  the 
corsage  as  a salad  for  breakfast. 


Cyclone  Zilch  ok  Empori.y:  I 

remember  back  in  the  early  days  in 
Kansas,  we  cut  out  that  'ere  corsage 
business  and  each  feller  brung  his  gal 
wun  sunflower.  The  flowers  showeel 
up  purty  fine.  Beside  they  wur  full 
of  seed  so  that  the  burds  were  so  bizzy 
pikkin’  at  them  that  they  didn’t  have 
time  to  fly  o\'erhead. 


Tom  Corwin:  No  I’m  not  in  favor  of 

buying  corsages.  Little  Maggie  Ma>’ 
is  a cute  itty  sweet  pea  all  by  ’er  self. 
She  don’t  need  no  flowers,  she  ain’t 
dead. 


Denzel  Davis:  I guess  it’s  all  right, 

e.xcept  1 get  tired  seeing  all  of  the  girls 
wearing  gardenias  and  sweet  peas.  I f I 
get  my  Dixie  Belle  a corsage,  it’s  going 
to  be  Four  Roses. 

(Editor's  note:  Seagram  Fido!  Bite  his 
bacardi!) 
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We  advise  anyone  going  to  New  York  in  the  next  few 
weeks,  not  to  pass  up  Sally  Rand’s  Rubble  Dance  at  the 
Paradise.  Tho.se  especially  interested  in  the  art  of  decor- 
tication will  love  it.  Mi.ss  Rand  has  the  art  of  bubble 
tossing  at  her  mercy. 


The  New  York  theatrical  season  is  better  this  year 
than  it  has  been  since  the  general  depression  of  1929, 
which  clo.sed  theaters  throughout  the  country  and  impeded 
the  presentation  of  lavish  j)roductions.  At  the  present 
time,  more  and  better  plays  are  to  be  seen  on  Broadway. 

The  season’s  out.standing  hits,  uj)  to  the  j)resent  time, 
are:  Anything  Goes,  Personal  Appearance,  Within  the 

Gates,  Thumbs  Up,  Life  Begins  at  8A0,  and  The  Petrified 
Forest,  a new  drama  starring  Leslie  Howard,  who  at 
])resent,  is  on  a holiday  from  Hollywood  and  celluloid. 

Anything  Goes  is  by  far  the  best  musical  comedy  of  the 
year.  Appearing  in  the  .starring  roles  are  William  Gaxton, 
Victor  Moore  (of  Let  'em  Eat  Cake  and  Of  Thee  I Sing 
fame),  and  Ethel  Merman,  Gershwin’s  famous  Ere  Got 
Rhythm  girl.  Mi.ss  Merman  does  great  justice  to  the  Cole 
Porter  tunes  and  lyrics,  which  include  “You’re  The  Top,” 
“Blow  Gabriel  Blow,”  and  “Anything  Goes,”  all  of  which 
have  become  hit  tunes  in  the  past  month. 

Most  of  the  action  takes  j)lace  on  a large  ocean  liner 
bound  for  England  from  the  United  States.  Mr.  Moore  is 
seen  as  “Public  Enemy  Number  who  is  wanted  in 
America  for  a number  of  dastardly  deeds,  and  is  posing  as 
a minister  in  order  to  e.scaj)e  to  England.  Amusing 
situations  keep  the  audience  in  laughter  from  curtain  to 
curtain. 

Washington  probably  will  .see  Anything  Goes  .sometime 
next  fall,  minus,  however,  Miss  Merman.  She  is  con- 
tracted to  appear  in  Eddie  Cantor’s  next  picture  whieh 
will  go  into  production  .sometime  in  August. 

Thumbs  Up,  Eddie  Dowling’s  new  show,  and  the  late.st 
revue  to  arrive  in  the  Big  City,  is  nothing  but  a hodge- 
podge of  old  and  new  vaudeville  acts,  mo.stly  old.  The  one 
bright  moment  is  the  entire  performance  is  a .satire  on 
blues  singers  by  Sheila  Barrett.  Her  torch  .song  “Whad- 
dya  Think  My  Heart  is  Alade  of — Huh?”  nearly  stops  the 
show.  Hal  Le  Roy’s  dancing  is  splendid  as  usual  and  John 
Murray  Anderson’s  .sets  and  co.stumes  are  all  in  excellent 
taste,  but  even  the.se  cannot  brighten  a dull  and  boring 
.show. 

Within  The  Gates,  by  Sean  ()’Ca.sey  is  a jjoetic  allegory, 
which  contains  many  scenes  that  are  difficidt  to  interpret. 
This  production  which  stars  Lillian  (dsh  will  be  j)resented 
in  Wa.shington  .sometime  in  February. 

Personal  Appearance,  a wi.se-cracking,  su])er  deluxe 
comedy  is  one  of  the  funnie.st  pre.sented  lately.  It  .stars 
Gladys  George,  New  York’s  minature  Mae  W’e.st.  This 
production  is  due  for  the  movies  in  the  near  future. 


A HALF-DOZEN  SURE-FIRE  METHODS  FOR 
BEING  THE  LIFE  OF  THE  PROM 

1.  At  the  end  of  a dance  tune,  don’t  be  a slave  to  con- 
vention— just  leave  your  partner  in  the  middle  of  the  floor. 
It  will  give  her  a few  moments  of  complete  independence 
for  which  she  will  not  fail  to  thank  you. 

2.  Pick  out  one  fellow — preferably  one  of  the  more 
j)rominent  athletes — and  cut  him  every  time  he  dances 
with  a new  girl.  This  will  keep  him  from  ever  being  stuck 
and  make  him  your  eternal  debtor. 

9.  Knock  over  the  music  .stand  of  the  slide  trombonist. 
This  will  keep  him  from  playing  during  the  next  four 
numbers  and  make  him  your  slave  for  life. 

4.  Whenever  you  see  a j>er.son  looking  slightly  uncom- 
fortable in  his  formal  duds,  just  untie  his  tie  and  rip  oft  his 
collar.  His  gratitude  at  thus  being  afforded  relief  will 
know  no  bounds. 

.5.  Should  the  dance  become  dull,  sprinkle  a little  .sand 
on  the  floor.  This  never  fails  to  make  things  intere.sting. 

6.  Spike  the  chaperone’s  punch.  (No  comment  as  to 
the  re.sidts  of  this  little  ge.sture  are  necessary.) 


“Captain,  is  this  a good  ship?” 

“Why,  madam,  this  is  her  maiden  voyage.” 


Advice  to  Co-ed:  “When  sitting  on  the  ragged  edge  of 
despair,  be  nonchalant — buy  a new  j)air. 


Traveling  salesman  returning  home:  “Where  do  you 

come  from,  my  little  man?” 

“Why  I’m  your  son  Johnny,”  replied  the  lad. 

“ I thought  you  looked  familiar,”  answered  the  .salesman. 

— Voo  Doo. 


It’s  hard  to  understand  why  rivers  are  .so  dirty,  since 
they  arc  always  washing  their  mouths. 


'‘Come,  dear.  Shall  we  sH  thish  one  out?" 
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By  George  Fogg 


ONE  of  the  most  disconcerting  evidences  of  the  j)assing 
of  time  which  has  recently  l)een  hronglit  to  Ye 
Hooks  Editor's  attention  is  the  fact  that  he  can  remember 
when  the  word  Armerian  meant  babies  being  perj)etually 
tossed  on  the  points  of  Turkish  bayonets,  or  old  clothes 
carefully  saved  for  a few  days  wear  by  some  otherwise 
naked  oriental.  The  starving  Armenians  were  as  much  a 
])art  of  the  world  war  was  were  the  Liberty  Bonds  and 
peach  pit  barrels  in  the  streets. 

What  cau-sed  our  perturbation  over  this  is  the  fact  that 
we  have  just  finished  The  Forty  Days  of  Musa  Dagh,  no 
mean  accomi)lishment,  since  the  book  was  conceived  in 
the  same  tyj)e  of  mind  that  brought  forth  Anthony  Adverse. 
Like  Anthony,  the  Forty  Days,  has  overcome  the  inertia  of 
many  ])ages  and  leaped  almost  immediately  upon  publica- 
tion to  the  position  of  second  most  poj)ular  book  in 
.Vmerica,  and  has  been  kinghted  by  one  of  the  more 
])ontifical  book  clubs. 

Mu.sa  Dagh,  for  the  benefit  of  tho.se  who  have  forgotten 
their  Armenian,  means  Mount  Moses.  In  the  shadow  of 
this  ancient  mountain,  in  Armenia,  some  of  the  mo.st 
heroic  incidents  of  modern  times  took  j)lace. 

The  Turks  had  taken  advantage  of  the  fact  that  Euro- 
I)can  Christians  were  occupied  with  the  world  war  to  carry 
forward  their  own  j)lans  for  the  extirj>ation  of  the  Armenian 
('hristians  in  Turkish  teVritory. 

Not  knowing  what  lay  ahead  of  him,  Ga'nriel  Hagradian, 
with  his  French  wife,  his  young  son,  and  a great  deal  of 
money,  had  come  back  to  Armenia  after  more  than  twenty 
years  in  France.  He  hoped  to  settle  down  in  this  peaceful 
area  and  enjoy  his  Armenian  birthright. 

He  was  met  with  the  fact  that  but  a week  or  .so  before 
the  Turks  had  driven  out  the  entire  thirty  thousand 
inhabitants  of  a nearby  village  and  had  sent  them  all  into 
the  de.sert  to  die,  “migrated”  as  the  official  .statements 
put  it. 

(iabriel’s  own  village  was  shortly  .selected  to  receive  the 
next  visitation  of  Turkish  officials.  The  villagers  decided 
to  establish  themselves  in  IMiisa  Dagh  and  resist  the 
soldiers  as  long  as  they  could.  Gabriel,  who  had  been  an 


army  officer,  directed  the  defen.se  so  skillfully  that  the 
Armenians  completely  defeated  two  Turkish  armies  sent 
to  get  them. 

The  Arnienain  mountaineers,  familiar  with  every  rock 
of  the  mountain,  took  advantage  of  every  type  of  cover  and 
every  natural  advantage  to  ambush  the  Turks  or  to  fight 
them  from  trenches. 

They  had  little  in  the  way  of  weapons  or  clothing,  con- 
.sequently  after  every  battle  they  made  a point  of  collecting 
the  abandoned  guns  and  munition.  Before  they  would 
allow  the  retreating  Turks  to  remove  the  dead  and  wounded 
they  insi.sted  that  the  clothes  of  the  casuals  should  be 
removed  and  left  for  the  victors. 

The  first  Turkish  army  had  been  ea.sy.  It  simply  walked 
up  and  let  itself  be  shot.  The  second  was  more  wary.  It 
brought  heavy  guns  to  blast  the  Armenains  out  of  their 
trenches,  but  the  .Vrmeniaiis  picked  their  time  and  shot  all 
the  gunners,  then  ca|)tvired  the  guns. 

This  was  too  much  for  the  Turkish  government.  For 
five  thousand  Armenians  on  a hilt  top,  hemmed  in  on  one 
side  by  the  ocean  and  on  the  other  by  the  Turkish  army  to 
withstand  the  power  of  the  Ottman  Empire  for  more  than 
a month  was  a humiliation  it  was  not  disposed  to  stand. 
Therefore  a third  army  was  brought  up  to  kill  the  Armeni- 
ans before  they  died  of  .starvation  on  their  hill  top.  Just  as 
this  third  army  was  about  to  commence  operations  a 
French  warship  appeared  off  the  coast  and  tlelivered  some 
well  placed  French  shells  in  the  Turkish  camp.  The 
Turks  retired  and  the  Armenians  were  removed  by  the 
mixed  French  and  Briti.sh  fleet. 

For  Gabriel  things  were  not  so  well  concluded.  His 
French  wife  had  repudiated  him,  his  .sou  was  brutally 
killed,  and  he  him.self  had  fallen  deeply  in  love  with  an 
.Vrmenian  girl.  Just  as  the  fleet  .sailed  away,  Gabriel  was 
killed  by  Turkish  bullets  over  his  son’s  grave. 

Franz  Werfel,  in  telling  this  story,  has  used  exact 
hi.storical  incidents  and  actual  names  of  the  participants 
with  the  exception  of  Gabriel  who  was  introduced  primarily 
for  the  plot.  Even  though  Franz  Werfel  is  not  a Christian, 
these  .\rmenians  are  drawn  with  such  .sympathy  and 
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clarity  that  whenever  the  Turks  kill  one  then  we  almost  feel 
as  though  we  Iiad  lost  a friend. 

The  inagnificently  heroic  tale  is  told  with  language  free 
from  hackneyed  ])hrases  and  so  full  of  freshne.ss  and  vigor 
that  we  .sometimes  forget  that  it  has  been  translated  from 
the  (lerman.  One  l)u.sy  old  Russian  .soeial  worker  is 
called  “a  veritable  sadist  of  neighborly  love,”  another 
time  a (lerman  doctor,  hemmed  in  by  Turkish  musicians 
celel)rating  a holiday  is  .said  to  have  ”sat  in  this  musie  uj) 
to  his  chin,  as  in  a bath  of  gla.ss  splinters.” 

The  S()-Hig-Slwir-Iioaf-(’immarron  family  has  another 
child.  Edna  Ferber  calls  this  one  Come  and  Get  It  and 
refers  to  it  as  a novel  of  the  great  Northwest.  It  will  be 
out  February  '^O. 

The  descendants  of  Wang  Lung,  who  became  wealthy  in 
The  Good  Earth,  j)olitieally  powerful  in  Sons  are  now  back 
in  the  third  generation  in  the  .same  earthen  hou.se  in  (diina 
where  Wang  Lung  .started.  The  third  novel  in  this  .series 
is  called  A II o use  Divided. 

The  first  biography  of  Francis  Scott  Key  is  to  be  pub- 
lished February  7 under  the  title  of  Spangled  Banner. 
The  author  is  Victor  Weybright. 


FOND  RE('()LLE(TI()N 
“ I'm  a coin  collector.” 

"So  am  I.  liCt’s  get  together  .some  day  and  talk  over 
old  dimes.” 


MORE!  MORE! 

Manager:  "W'hat’s  the  idea  of  sitting  out  there 

absolutely  silent  for  five  minutes?” 

Saxoi)honist : “That  was  a request  numl)er.” 


Doctor:  “Have  you  told  that  young  pup  what  I think 
of  him?” 

Doctor’s  Daughter:  “Yes,  Daddy,  but  he  just  says 

you’re  wrong  in  your  diagnosis  as  usual.” 


“But  all  the  fellows  said  they  were  bringing  one!" 
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IIALF-^HOII  .lOl  HAALI^iT^ 

With  the  beginning  of  the  scholastic  year  in  1933,  there  was  established  on  this  campus  a one-hour 
course  in  journalism — the  result  of  several  years’  agitation  on  the  part  of  members  of  the  publications  staffs. 
The  course  was  not  thought  worthy  of  a full-time  instructor,  and  so  the  class  was  taught  alternately  by  three 
members  of  the  faculty,  in  addition  to  their  other  duties. 

With  the  beginning  of  the  scholastic  year  in  1934,  this  course  was  abandoned.  It  was  not  a case  of  too 
many  cooks  spoiling  the  broth,  but  of  there  being  too  little  broth  in  the  first  place. 

There  are  now  forty-three  members  of  the  Diamondback  Stafl  and  eighteen  members  of  the  Old  Line 
Staff,  making  a total  of  at  least  sixty-one  students  on  the  campus  who  might  be  interested  in  an  instructive, 
thorough  course  in  journalism.  When  the  course  was  first  offered  last  year,  between  thirty  and  forty  students, 
elected  it — despite  the  fact  that  it  was  given  at  the  weird  hour  of  4:20  on  Wednesday,  a most  inconvenient  time. 

'Fhat  so  little  attention  should  be  given  to  such  an  important  subject  by  the  University,  is,  we  believe,  a 
most  regrettable  fact.  Doctors,  lawyers,  and  ministers  no  longer  equip  themselves  for  the  practice  of  their 
professions  by  serving  apprenticeships  to  doctors,  lawyers,  or  ministers,  as  of  old.  Instead,  they  are  required 
to  attend  well-equipped  schools  established  for  the  teaching  of  their  professions.  It  is  true  that  doctors,  lawyers, 
and  ministers  have  tasks  of  great  responsibility,  and  for  the  protection  of  the  public  require  the  best  instruction 
obtainable,  but  the  journalists  in  this  country  today  control  the  patriotic  ideals,  the  civic  obligations,  and  in  a 
large  measure,  the  morals  and  education  of  one  hundred  and  twenty-million  persons.  And  that  is  no  mean 
responsibility,  either. 

d'he  fact  that  the  leading  universities  of  the  country  have  established  not  only  courses,  but  schools  of 
journalism,  should  be  but  another  reason  for  at  least  one,  or  possibly  more,  three-hour  courses  in  journalism 
here,  since  our  graduates  who  wish  to  follow  the  profession  of  writing  are  handicapped  from  the  very  first  by  the 
superior  training  of  graduates  from  other  universities. 
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Ether  TIiin 
Or  Tliat 

By  Bob  Litschekt 


The  University  of  Maryland  may  liave  the  fastest 
backfield  in  the  eonntry,  but  tliese  s[)rint  aees  wonld 
liave  to  make  some  speed  in  order  to  keep  iii  paee  witli  the 
local  Footlighters.  During  the  recent  presentation  of 
Death  Takes  ,1  Holiday,  a number  of  recordings  were 
played  off  stage  to  supply  the  j)roper  atnios])here  for 
certain  scenes.  Among  these  records  were  two  Noel 
(’oward  hit  numbers  I'll  Follow  My  Secret  Heart  and 
Severmore,  both  of  which  are  from  the  new  English  musical 
production  “ Conversation  Piece.”  Nearly  a week  after  the 
opening  curtain  of  Death,  the.se  two  numl)ers  were  officially 
introduced  to  the  ))nblie  for  the  fir.st  time  by  Freddie 
M artin's  orchestra.  Explanation  lies  in  that  fact  that  the 
Footlight  Club  utilized  two  European  recordings  of  Ray 
Noble,  and  ))nblically  introduced  the  numbers  for  the 
first  time. 

.Vlthongh  this  eolnmn  has  heretofore  striven  to  withold, 
as  much  as  i)0.ssible,  references  to  local  institutions,  we  fee! 
that  it  is  due  the  Maryland  (’ollegians  that  we  make  some 
mention  of  their  fine  achievements.  This  band  is  rai)idly 
winning  a recognition  that  is  .seldom  aecpiired  by  purely 
college  orchestras.  It  is  to  be  commended  highly  for  the 
nnmber  of  charity  ])rogranis  it  has  been  doing  this  year  for 
the  University  and  some  clo.sely  related  organizations. 

One  of  the  nio.st  original  instrumentations  for  an  or- 
chestra may  be  found  in  that  of  the  Dorsey  Brothers.  The 
rhythm  and  pecnliar  depth  is  obtained  by  their  brass 
.section,  the  .set-np  of  which  is  the  rever.se  of  that  in  other 
bands.  This  section  contains  three  trombones  and  one 
trumpet,  making  one  of  the  “screwie.st”  combinations  in 
the  history  of  orche.stration. 

It  seems  to  be  the  general  opinion  of  Joe  College  that  all 
musicians  are  inclined  to  be  .soft,  and  when  the  names  of 
certain  orchestra  leaders  are  mentioned,  Joe  returns  with 
the  line:  “He’s  an  awfnl  sis.sy.”  Offhand  we  can  think  of 
a few  musicians  who,  in  their  day,  were  better  athletes 
than  any  we  have  .seen  in  this  .section  lately.  Ozzie  Nelson 
of  Rutgers,  Hapiyy  Fenton  of  (ieorgia,  and  Charlie  Davis 
of  Notre  Dame,  were  All-America  footballers  in  the  late 
'^2()’s.  Bnddy  Ro  gers  was  recognized  by  a nnmber  of 
sports  writers  as  inter-collegiate  light-heavy  boxing  chamj), 
and  Paid  Whiteman  (before  his  stomach  got  the  be.st  of 
him)  was  considered  as  one  of  the  best  fighters  on  the 
west  coa.st. 

One  of  the  best  of  the  new  songs  which  was  introduced 
by  Rndy  Valee  ipiite  a while  ago,  but  has  never  gained 
mnch  popularity,  is  the  English  imjiortation  Strange.  It 


has  a catchy  swing  which  n'lninds  ns  of  The  Object  Of  .My 
.\J]’ection,  and  with  a little  publicity  might  easily  liecome 
a hit. 

A really  ('ii  joyable  half  hour  on  t h('  radio  each  week  i> 
one  occupied  by  Ozzie  Nelson  every  Wc'dnesday  night  at 
1 1.,‘50  (’BS.  Ilis  program  consists  of  a half  hour  of  waltze> 
and  slow  fox  trots,  dedicated  "to  lovers  everywhere,  both 
old  and  young."  This  program  is  w(‘ll  worth  anyone's 
time,  especially  when  they  haiipen  to  be  two  anyone's. 

Tho.se  wishing  to  join  our  .Vnt i-.SVm/«  Claus  is  Comtug 
To  Tou'u  club,  plea.se  get  in  touch  with  this  eolnmn  im- 
mediately. The  member  heading  off  the  song  the  greatest 
number  of  times  will  be  awarded  a hamlsome  set  of  rain- 
deer  antlers. 

e’ll  seize  yon  at  the  Prom. 

RADIO  REVIEWS 

with 

The  Dial  Doctor 

CARAVAN — The  ajijiealing  np-to-date  humor  of  Walter 
O’Keefe,  combined  with  the  singing  of  Annette 
Henshaw  and  the  torrid  rhythms  of  the  Ca.sa  Loma 
orchestra  make  this  one  of  the  best  half  hour  jiro- 
grams  on  the  air.  Tuesday  10  p.m.  Thursday 
!)  P.M.,  CBS. 

JOE  PENNER — This  na.sty  man  of  radio  land  aiipeals 
only  to  children,  morons,  and  average  high  school 
students.  His  gags  are  old,  childish,  and  re{)eated 
weekly.  Only  Ozzie  Nelson  .saves  this  iirogram 
from  being  cut  from  many  radios.  Sunday  7. SO, 
NBC. 

J.VCK  BENNY — The  funniest  jirogram  that  ever  hit  the 
ether.  Benny’s  apjiarently  imiiromptn  gags  and 
puns  keep  not  only  the  audience,  but  his  whole 
company  in  hysterics.  The  songs  of  Frank  Parker, 
and  Don  Bestor’s  orche.stra,  round  out  the  nearest 
jierfect  program  we  have  heard  yet.  Sunday  7.00 
P.M.,  NBC. 

OPEN  HOUSE — Freddie  Martin’s  orchestra  jilns  the 
songs  of  Donald  Novis  and  Vera  Van.  blend  into  a 
very  pleasant  program  which  tends  to  lighten  np 
the  gloomie.st  Sunday  afternoon.  Sunday  .ADO  p.m., 
CBS. 

FRED  ALLEN — Allen’s  gags  are  good,  and  Portland’s 
stooging  funny,  but  poor  music  and  singers  make 
this  program  fall  .short  of  its  po.ssibilities.  A\ednes- 
day  0.00,  NBC. 

WILL  ROGERS — Tho.se  who  keep  np  on  the  political  and 
economic  affairs  of  the  day,  and  like  the  droll  dry 
humor  of  Rogers  will  find  this  jirogram  original  and 
entertaining.  Ido.  Otherwise,  steer  clear.  Sunday 
0.,‘50,  CBS. 


THE  O L D LINE 


T went  y -two 


(Continued  from  page  9) 

When  Dr.  Broughton,  “Swede,”  and  one  or  two  other 
alumni  were  cornered  recently  and  started  to  talking  about 
the  old  days  of  the  ('liib,  the  flood  of  remini.scences  which 
resulted  revealed  that  the  Rosshourg  ('lub  formerly 
occu])ied  possibly  an  even  more  enviable  position  on  the 
cam])ns  than  it  does  now,  bowing  in  splendor  and  prestige 
only  to  the  “May  Ball,”  now  known  as  the  Junior  Prom. 
The  .series  of  dances  was  "the  thing,”  and  leading  Washing- 
ton orchestras  would  give  substantial  reductions  in  price 
jnst  for  the  adverti-sement  which  playing  at  the.se  functions 
afforded  them.  The  music  was  usually  obtained  for  less 
than  fifty  tlollars,  but  then  that  was  before  the  days  of 
radio  and  big  busine.ss  methods  among  dance  bands. 
“Swede”  recalls  that  McWilliams'  Glen  Echo  Band  fnr- 
ni.shed  the  music  for  the  first  Rossbourg  which  he  attended. 

All  of  the  old  grads  were  emphatic  as  to  the  (piality  of 
the  conduct  at  the  dance.s — 

"There  were  no  drunks  at  tho.se  dances,”  declared  Dr. 
Broughton.  "A  fellow  had  too  much  resj)ect  for  a girl. 
If  anyone  .so  mnch  as  brought  a bottle  to  a dance,  we 
rushed  him  out  the  door  and  ran  him  down  the  Hill!” 
He  also  recounted  the  story  of  a gagster  who  strewed  black 
])epj)er  throughont  the  hall  at  one  of  the  affairs — all  for  a 
laugh — and  who  thereupon  was  given  the  hobo  ejectus, 
commoidy  known  as  the  bum's  ru.sh. 

And  there,  from  the  dignified,  decorous  social  “function” 
of  two  generations  ago,  where  each  gentleman  filled  his 
j)artner's  j)rogram,  solicitously  .saw  that  she  had  a good 
time,  and  then  “saw  her  home,”  to  the  easy-going  imfor- 
mality  and  congeniality  of  the  j)re.sent-day  Ro.s.sbourgs, 
yon  have  forty-four  years  of  consistently  good  dances  . . . . 
dances  which,  as  time  ]>asses,  grow  more  .sati.sfactorily 
entertaining  than  ever. 


We  were  returning  to  pur  hotel  after  a strenous  Big- 
Game  celebration.  I ])ulled  over  to  the  curb  and  said  to 
Frank,  “I  can  only  last  abont  two  more  blocks.  How 
abont  you?” 

“I  think  I can  hold  out  for  four,”  he  replied. 

So  I moved  over  and  let  him  drive.  How  we  did  it  I 
can't  .say,  but  we  arrived  at  the  hotel  O.K.  We  went  np 
to  our  room  and  turned  in.  Abont  two  hours  later  I 
opened  my  eyes  to  find  .several  uniformed  attendants 
working  over  me. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  I a.sked. 

“Wake  nj)!”  one  of  them  yelled.  “The  manager  wants 
you  to  drive  that  damned  car  out  of  the  lobby.” 

— California  Pelican. 


USES  FOR  USELESS  CHRISTM.\S  GIFTS 

How  often  have  yon  trij)j)ed  lightly  down  the  stairs 
on  a merry  Ghri.stmas  morning  to  dig  into  boxes  and 
bundles  tied  u])  with  holly-covereil  ])a])er  and,  after  un- 
doing sister's  thingumabobs  and  whozis  by  mi.stake, 
arrived  at  the  atrocities  from  loving  relatives  and  friends 
which  make  (’hri.stmas  what  it  is;  water-colored  neckties, 
vases  painted  in  kindergarten  clas.ses  by  brat  cousins, 
combination  washcloths  and  pop  bottle  openers  and 
calendars  of  the  Spanish-.Vmerican  War? 

The  average  Christmas  necktie  would  without  doubt 
make  a very  admirable  traffic  signal  light,  were  it  not  for 
the  fact  that  no  method  has  as  yet  been  devi.sed  for  making 
it  go  on  and  off  in  the  apj)roved  fashion.  The  be.st  u.se  for 
the.se  neckties  known  at  j)re.sent,  however,  is  dangling  them 
in  front  of  babies'  faces  in  psychology  experiments  to 
frighten  them.  A handy  n.se  for  the  hand-])ainted  va.se 
has  been  suggested  that  is  really  quite  worthy — it  could  be 
filled  with  fine  white  .sand  and  j)laced  besides  the  elevator 
shaft  in  your  uncle's  hotel  lobby,  if  you  have  an  uncle  who 
has  a hotel.  If  the  neck  of  the  va.se  is  too  small  to  be 
easily  hit,  it  shonld  be  surmounted  by  a funnel,  which 
wonld  give  added  incentive  toward  accuracy  if  painted  in 
the  form  of  a target. 

Red  knitted  mittens  from  Grandma  make  fine  sleeping- 
bags  for  the  Pekingese's  last  litter  of  j)up.s — it  is  ,of  cour.se, 
necessary  to  have  a Peke  for  this.  If  you're  not  fortunate 
enough  to  possess  a dog,  do  not  become  di.scouraged,  for 
these  mittens  are  very  good  jjrotection  when  eating  a leg 
of  chicken.  Papa  receives  a Turkish  water  ])ij)e  and  does 
not  know  what  to  do  with  it — very  simj)le,  he  need  only 
pnt  a cake  of  .soaj)  in  the  jar  .so  that  little  Johnny  can  blow 
soa})  bubbles.  Uncle  Ezra's  picture,  the  one  in  which  he 
wears  a beard,  is  suitable  for  playing  a nice  game.  Let  his 
gold  eye-tooth  be  HOME  and  start  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
Adam's  aj)])le.  Two  conte.stants  may  J)lay  the  game  and 
the  one  who  first  reaches  HOME  through  the  whisker 
maze  naturally  may  be  .said  to  be  the  winner. 

In  case  you  received  none  of  the  above  on  the  twenty- 
fifth  but  still  have  a little  problem  all  of  your  own,  onr 
H.VNDY  USES  EDITOR  is  willing  at  all  times  to  help 
you  solve  your  difficulties. 

Michigan  Cargoylc. 


First  collegian;  “Jiggers,  here  comes  a speed  cop.” 
Second  Delt ; “Quick,  hang  out  the  Notre  Dame 
pennant.” 


— Illinois  Siren. 


BVSINESS  lot 


IN  BU5INE55  ADMINISTRATION, V\IE 
MUST  STUDY  CLOSELY  MARKET1N6.  AD- 

.MERCMANDISING 


THE  COMPANV  WU5T  AL50  KEEP  IN 
CONTINUAL  TOUCH  WITH  THE  PRICE 
FACTOR  AND  THE  STYLE  FACTOR  AND 
THE  CHANGING  CONSUMER  - IN 
IT  IS  KEPT  VERY.UERY 
NO  END.TSK.TSK.TSK/ 


Cooyrlglit,  1934,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


2 OUNCES  Of  PIPE 

VES,SIR,  ITS  PRINCE  ALBERT  WE'RE  TALKING  ABOUT. 

THE  MILD,  SMOOTH.  CRIMP-CUT  SMOKING  TOBACCO 
THAT  NEVER  BITES  THE  TONGUE.  MAN.  WHAT  A SMOKE  — 
AND  2 FULL  OZ.  IN  EVERY  TIN.  NO  WONDER  "P.  A"  IS 
THE  LARGEST-SELLING  SMOKING  TOBACCO  I N THE  WORLD  I 

PRINCE  AIBERTV 


Ticentij-foiir 


THE  O L I)  L I X E 


There  was  a girl  in  Pawtucket 
WIio  used  to  buy  ale  by  the  bueket, 

^V1  leii  she  filled  it  with  foam,  and  into  her  home 
She  tried  to  siiuck  it.  Pawtucket. 

A young'  gel  in  Old  ('ollege  Parke 
Thought  she  would  get  a high  marke, 

So  she  winked  at  a prof,  but  the  jolly  old  toff. 
Just  gave  her  a I)  a la  carte. 


The  i)rosj)ective  young  touri.st  was  doubtful.  “Are  you 
sure  these  field  gla.s.ses  are  high-])owered? ” he  insisted. 
“Say,”  replied  the  enthusiastic  salesman,  “when  you  u.se 
the,se  anything  closer  than  ten  miles  away  looks  like  it’s 
behind  you.” 


WHAT’S  THE  DIFFERENCE? 

The  Freshman  passed  slowly  by,  then  for  want  of  com- 
Ijauioushij)  he  flopped  into  a .seat  oj)po.site  the  stranger. 
The  stranger  looked  up  from  his  uewsj)aper,  and,  after  a 
cursory  iu.sj)ectiou  of  the  youth,  placidly  resumed  his 
reading.  Minutes  pas.sed.  Finally,  the  Freshman  eould 
contain  him.self  no  longer. 

“My  name’s  Jones,”  he  .said.  “How  are  yon?” 

There  was  no  answer.  The  Freshman  was  about  to 
repeat  his  (piestion  when  the  newspai)er  was  thrust  aside 
and  a rather  distinguished  looking  head  emerged. 

“Fine,”  came  the  reply,  “except  for  a slight  touch  of 
lepro.sy.” 

Jones  gul])ed.  “Er — er,  traveling  for  your  health?” 

“No,  I’ve  been  to  .see  my  twin  brother.  Everybody 


She:  “Are  you  cool  in  (imc  of  danger?  ” 

He:  “Sure,  but  at  tlic  wrong  end.” 

He:  Darling,  let’s  go  to  the  Indian  Dance  Program 

instead  of  the  Prom.  They’re  going  to  play  the  ‘('ream 
Song’.” 

She:  “Indian  Dance  Program?  ....  'Cream  Song’?” 
He:  “Yeah.  Rig  (’hief  Eddie  Two-C’hin  is  going  to 

l)lay  'You  Oughta  Re  In  Pitchers’.” 


thinks  he’s  me,  but — ” here  the  stranger  leaned  forward 
in  .secretive  fashion,  “they’re  wrong.  Ha!  Ha!  rmhim.” 
“^Ou’rc — that  i.s — are  yon  going  to  Philadelphia?” 
“No.  To  ( hicago.” 

“ Rut  this  train  goes  to  Philadelphia.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right.  We’ll  get  to  Chicago  eventually. 
Resides,  I’m  in  no  hurry.  I just  want  to  e.scape  from  my 
keeper.” 

“ K-k-keej)cr?” 

“(’ertainly.  I took  an  elej)hant  from  the  zoo  and  the 
keeper’s  after  him.  Sh ! Sh!”  The  stranger  leaned 
forward  again.  “I’ve  got  him  in  my  suitca.se.” 

Jones  (incredulously):  “The  elei)hant  ? ” 

“Ha!  Ha!  No,  my  twin  brother.” 

“Rut  what’s  the  keeper  after?” 

“.Vfter  him.  They  thought  he  was  me  and  put  him  in 
an  a.sylum.  Rnt,  ha-ha,  the  joke’s  on  them.  I’m  him. 
■Vnyway,  I’m  going  back  tomorrow.” 

“Rack  to  the  asylum?” 

The  .stranger  looked  pained. 

“No,”  he  said,  “back  to  college.” 

— Peinisi/lvauia  Punch  lioirl. 


LADY  OF  MCSIC 

Her  heart  i.s  like  a golden  harp. 
Love’s  fingers  touch  the  strings. 

Her  song  is  like  a silver  Hute: 

Her  laugh  with  gay  bells  rings. 
Woodwinds  sigh  all  through  her  hair; 
Her  eyes  sweet  .songs  insj)ire. 
Romantic,  like  a mandolin  — 

Rut,  boy,  what  a lyre! 


T II  E ()  El)  LINE 


Twenty-five 


£;rvCok‘b 


'Why  m'dear  Dean,  what  gives  yon  the  Idea  I've  been  drinking!" 


\'EST  P()('KET  ESSAY  OX  A 
('()I)(;ER  ('(KilTATIXG 

( ’oiigressineii  now  are  eogitatiiif^’  on  their  e()iui)roini.siii<i' 
eaiiipaigii  i)roniises  to  their  eonstitueiits.  Like  with  a 
eold,  the  early  stage  is  the  worst,  and  when  the  fever  drops 
they  will  fall  hack  into  the  had  habit  of  making  laws. 
We  have  plenty  of  laws,  however,  for  major  erinies,  but 
it’s  the  small  irritations  of  life  that  need  regulating.  For 
instanee:  the  “word  buzzard”  that  ealls  anything  and 

everything  a “gimmix,"  “doodad,”  “ grimeraek,”  “s])iz- 
zerinktim,”  “ doohickey,”  and  “ whatehnmaealhim  ” shonld 
be  put  on  probation  until  his  vocabulary  is  disiid’eeted. 
The  character  cannibal  who  says  “ I'd  be  the  la.st  one  to  say 
anything  about  her,  but — ” shonld  be  made  to  wash  her 
month  with  soap  after  mouthing  a juicy  bit  of  go.ssip.  To 
aid  jK)lice  officers  who  are  iiupiisitive  about  licenses,  we 
need  a law  that  ])nts  them  all  on  one  card — marriage. 


driver,  limiting,  fishing,  ear,  dog,  building.  Think  of  the 
worry  and  pocket  sjiace  that  would  .save!  Something  al.so 
ought  to  be  done  about  peojile  who  .say  “Pleased  to 
meeteha,”  giving  limp,  elamniy  handshakes,  while  vaguely 
looking  at  your  teeth.  They  are  as  mneh  of  a menace  as 
the  fat  man  in  tight  pants  who  invites  a walloj)  by  bending 
over.  They  both  jirovoke  a.s.sanlt,  and  should  be  curbed 
by  a neatly  phrased  law  bristling  with  teeth  to  bite  'em! 
Then  there  are  tho.se  who  would  delude  and  deceive  ns 
with  the  words;  “It's  the  real  stuff — imported.  I know 
the  gny  that  brought  it  in;”  “It  ain't  the  money — it's 
the  princijile  of  the  thing;”  “It’s  a gilt-edge  stock.  I'm 
bnyin'  it  myself;”  “Painle.ss  dentistry;”  and  many  others. 
Why  not  make  them  wear  a bull  fighter’s  costume  during 
working  hours  to  give  the  public  a break?  If  some  bright 
legislator  will  eoneoet  a legal  sjiray  to  control  such  human 
])ests,  the  fruit  of  the  family  tree  will  grow  sweeter  and 
bigger  and  put  “X”  in  back  of  his  name  each  election. 


T wenty-six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


The  Experienced  Man:  “(ienerally  speaking,  women 

are — ’ 

His  Audience:  "\es,  they  are.” 

The  Experienced  Man:  “They  are  what?" 

His  Audience:  “(ienerally  speaking.” 

And  here  we  have  tlie  ver-sion  of  the  Englishman  who 
heard  it  once: 

The  Experienced  Man:  “Generally  .speaking,  women 

are!” 

His  Audience:  “(inite  .so.” 

The  Experienced  i\Ian:  “So  what?” 

His  Audience:  "Generally  speaking.” 


One  of  the  Freshmen,  bless  his  little  heart,  was  bearing 
u])  rather  nobly  under  a particularly  weary  R.O.T.C.  drill 
when  he  very  inadvertently  pas.sed  by  the  cajdain  without 
.saluting. 

“Say,  Buddy,”  said  the  captain,  with  characteri.stic 
sweetness,  “do  you  see  the  uniform  I’m  wearing?” 

“'^'eah,”  said  the  rookie,  looking  at  the  cajitain's  almost 
immaculate  uniform,  “look  at  the  damn  thing  they  gave 
me.” 

— Ho.ston  Hean  Pot. 


L'SttM  BiG  &OV  DOhO  T MANO  E OE  VHAT 

'A/HO  OOHM  iTOCE  I " 


HI  LES  FOR  THE  JUNIOR  PROM 

1.  The  n.se  of  arms  as  fenders  is  frowned  upon,  it  being 
considered  a sign  of  a j)oor  motorist  to  be  unable  to  steer 
Ins  own  machine  without  collisions. 

"J.  A .stag  shall  keep  clear  of  a couple  under  way. 

,‘5.  A man,  when  towing,  shall  be  considered  to  be  in  a 
priveleged  class  and  shall  have  the  right-of-way  in  all 
cases  at  all  times. 

4.  The  direction  of  traffic  around  the  dance  floor  shall 
be  connfer-clockwi.se,  in  order  to  avoid  confusion. 

,5.  Favors  shall  not  be  ca.st  on  the  floor.  Such  carele.ss- 
ness  may  cause  a .serious  accidenf  by  slipping. 

().  Any  couple  with  high-powered  foot-action  shall  be,  of 
necessity,  given  the  right-of-way. 

7.  Special  conce.s,sions\ 

a.  If  a girl  puts  her  heel  in  the  cuff  of  one's  trou.ser,  fhe 
offended  may  feel  free  fo  step  on  the  train  of  her 
dre.ss  with  clear  con.seience. 

h.  If  someone  ])ersists  in  hammering  another's  anatomy 
with  elbows,  the  latter  may  be  at  liberty  to  execute 
a back-fire  resulting  in  a brni.se  on  the  offender's 
shin. 

c.  If  one  feels  pangs  of  pain  bronghf  about  l)y  a dancer's 
lighted  cigarette,  the  injured  is  priveleged  to  invite 
the  offender  oufside  or  to  take  the  cigarette  and 
smoke  it  him.self. 

8.  Di.siress  Signals: 

a.  Even  if  no  one  will  sign  the  program,  the  practice  for 
one  of  the  pair  to  wave  a bill  behind  the  back  of  the 
other,  is  not  considered  to  be  in  the  best  of  form. 

b.  A not  too  obvious  glance  of  appeal  to  a friend  or 
roommate  is  authorized  in  emergencies. 

!).  General  Prudential  Rule: 

In  obeying  and  construing  the.se  rules,  due  regard 
shall  be  had  to  all  dangers  of  breaking,  blind  dates, 
wet  blankets,  and  to  any  s|)ecial  circum.stance  which 
may  render  a departure  from  the  above  rules  neces- 
sary in  order  to  avoid  not  being  too  bored. 


Particular  Diner:  “I'd  like  a piece  of  toast  not  too 

brown,  a pair  of  eggs  boiled  not  too  hard,  a gla.ss  of  orange 
juice  not  too  cold,  a few  rolls  not  too  fresh,  a steak  not 
tough,  a piece  of  pie  not  too  sweet  or  creamy,  and  a cu]) 
of  coffee  not  too  strong.” 

Waitress:  “Your  water,  sir?  I suj)pose  you  want  it  not 
too  wet?  ’ 


T II  E O L I)  L I N E 


Twenljj-Heven 


Your  name  may  be  Stein,  but  you’re  only  a mug  to  me. 


“My,  what  a queer  color  combination  across  the  back 
of  you  pants!” 

“Lady,  do  you  think  I’d  stare  at  you  if  you’d  just  been 
caught  on  barbed-wire  fence?” 

— Punch  Howl. 


She:  “My,  but  isn’t  a soldier’s  life  romantic  and 

exciting?” 

lie:  “No — a soldier’s  life  is  intense.” 


My  man  has  eyes  that  pierce  me  through  and  through. 
I dare  not  look  at  him  when  we  are  dancing 
Or  else  my  heart  beats  such  a wild  tatoo 
That  I think  it  will  never  cease  its  ])rancing. 

He  says  he  loves  me.  Oh,  I hope  he  does. 

He’s  so  good  looking  and  has  such  strong  arms. 

I took  him  away  from  Nancy  Beams,  becau.se 
She  grabbed  my  great  big,  handsome  brute,  John  Charms 
But  now  its  all  O.  K.  because  my  man 
Loves  me,  and  I’ve  a date  with  him  tonight. 

But  lookit  there!  he’s  flirting  with  Nancy!  The  Ham! 
Oh,  hello  John,  why  no,  I’m  not  doing  one  ,<iingle  filing 
tonight! 


LITEILVCY 

One  of  the  stories  that  the  Harvard  authorities  are  doing 
their  best  to  silence  concerns  the  Freshman  who  trans- 
ferred to  another  school.  During  the  first  week  at  the 
new  institution  he  resolved  that  he  would  carry  out  one  of 
his  lately  stifled  ambitions  and  attend  church.  He  sat 
next  to  a dozing  student,  and  in  the  midst  of  a hymn  the 
sleeper  awoke.  It  so  happened  that  this  student  could  not 
see  the  register  board  in  front  of  the  altar,  and  thus  coidd 
not  preeeive  the  number  108  thereon.  Accordingly  he 
turned  to  the  new  man  and  said : 

“Say,  pardon  me,  but  coidd  you  tell  me  the  number  of 
that  song  they’re  singing?” 

“Well,”  replied  the  Harvard  tramsfer,  “not  exactly,  but 
on  the  board  up  there  they  have  a stick,  a ring  and  a 
pretzel.” 

— Punch  Bowl. 


“Reinemher,  Sir  Whiffletree,  we're  the  Intelligent,sin, 
you  know." 


POSTHIDE 

Home  from  the  dance 

From  throbbing  beating  rhythm, 

Violins  that  sing  and  weep. 

Dimmed  lights  and  carele.ss  laughter. 

To  a still  room  in  a house  asleep. 

Before  the  mirror 

.V  girl  with  lips  too  .scarlet, 

.Vnd  shining  eyes  too  bright, 

•\nd  smile  too  gay  for  wisdom. 

Drifts  slowly  out  of  a dream  to  light. 

And  then  with  wistfid  but  dutiful  hands. 

She  slij)s  off  the  wrinkled  evening  clothes. 

And  slicking  her  hair  behind  her  ears. 

Smears  cold-cream  over  her  turned-up  nose, 
Wearily  wipes  off  lipstick  and  rouge. 

Turns  out  all  but  one  light. 

And  .sees  in  the  mirror  a small,  jiale  gnome. 

In  blue  jiajamas  trimmed  in  white. 

— Mari)  StulUng.i. 


Teacher  to  class:  “Now  children,  1 want  you  to  write 
your  names  in  your  primers.” 

Abe:  “What — and  kill  the  resale  value?” 


T weniy-eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


PROMPTED 

{Apologies  to  (lERTBri)E  Steix) 

The  prom  time  is  drawin"’  near.  Dear.  Dear.  Dear. 
Prom  is  near.  The  prom.  Time.  Time. 

Dates  to  l)e  had.  There.  Where?  There.  Stare. 
Roses.  Orchids.  Gardenias.  Daisies.  Pansies. 
Lemonade.  Aid.  Aid.  Aid.  Corn.  The  great.  Good, 
(iood.  (lood  .... 

Chaperons.  People  watching  others.  People.  Peoj)le. 
The  peoj)le.  Sleej)  soundly. 

Pretty  dresses.  Lonsey  punch.  Punch.  Glas.ses. 
(ilasses.  Gla.ss.  Broken.  Ten  .stories  below. 

Extra  bids  are  extra  bids.  Plenty  j)eople  coming. 
Coming.  Driving. 

Lights  low  are  lights,  ('lo.se.  Clo.se.  Stop,  go,  stop, 
go,  STOP! 

Waffles.  Breakfast.  Sandwich.  Coffee.  Coke. 

Dawn.  Dawn.  Dawn.  Over.  Over.  (Rer.  Ilic. 
Hie.  Hie. 


OVERHEARD  .VT  THE  PROM 

Yeah,  Prom. 

Hi,  Toots! 

Do  you  really  think  I look  like  ('rawford? 

Yeah,  he  waided  me  to  wear  his  j)in,  but  I was  afraid 
there  was  a catch  to  it. 

No! 

Where  is  my  date? 

Haw,  haw  he  .sat  in  the  j)imch  bowl' 

Wh  at  punch  bowl? 

Oh! 

It  must  take  a lot  of  grit  to  make  sj)inach. 

Why  Oswald! 

You  think  so! 

Lesh  go  to  a daiish. 

This  is  the  JUNIOR  PROM. 

W1  lo’s  throwing  this  dance? 

You  know,  I can’t  understand  anybody  going  with  a 
man  just  to  wear  his  pin! 

Ha ! ha ! ha! 

My  but  you  dance  well. 

Who’s  dense? 

And  you’re  the  first  boy  I’ve  ever  kissed. 


-Red  Cat. 


TALES  FROM  THE  FEEBLE-MINDED  No.  .S91 

There  was  once  a man  who  was  out  gunning  in  the  .\li)s. 
Sighting  an  eagle,  he  took  aim  and  brought  the  bird  down. 
As  he  was  retrieving  his  game,  a .second  man  rode  up  on  a 
horse. 

“My  good  man,’’  said  the  man  on  the  horse  to  the 
hunter,  “you  should  have  saved  your  shot.  The  fall  alone 
would  have  killed  the  eagle.’’ 


An  attorney  for  an  electric  light  company  was  making 
a popular  address.  Warming  up  to  his  subject,  he  cried 
out:  “Think  of  the  good  this  company  has  done.  If  I 

were  permitted  to  pun,  I would  say  in  the  words  of  the 
immortal  ])oet,  “Honor  the  Light  Brigade’.’’ 

Voice  of  ('onsnmer  (in  audience):  “Oh,  what  a charge 
they  made!’’ 


“Remember  that  cherry  tree  you  .sold  me  last  year?” 
“Sure.” 

“ It’s  a peach.” 


.V  gentleman  slipped  on  the  stair  of  a subway  and  started 
to  slide  down  to  the  bottom.  Half-way  down,  he  collided 
with  a lady,  knocking  her  down,  and  the  two  continued 
their  way  to  the  lower  landing. 

After  they  had  reached  the  bottom,  the  lady,  .still  dazed, 
continued  to  sit  on  the  gentleman’s  chest.  Looking  up  at 
her,  he  finally  .said  jmlitely,  “Madam,  I’m  .sorry,  but  this 
is  as  far  as  I go.” 


Johnnie:  “Did  yon  mark  that  place  where  the  fishing 
was  .so  good?” 

Willie:  “Yuh.  I put  an  X on  the  side  of  the  boat.” 
Johnnie:  “That’s  no  good.  What  if  the  boat  .should 
sink?” 


OUT  OF  PRA(’TK'E 

Wife:  “ ’Ere  yon  are  ju.st  ’ome  after  doin’  two  years  for 
arson,  and  now  you  can’t  even  make  the  kitchen  fire 
draw!” 


(’oach:  “I  want  a man  for  (piarterback  who  will  never 
call  a ha.sty  signal.” 

Third  Stringer:  “H-h-here,  (’-c-c-coaeh,  I-I-I’m  y-y-y- 
your  m-m-m-m-m-man.” 


He:  “What  a night!  What  a girl!  What  a com- 

bination!” 

She:  “Oh,  dear,  is  that  showing  too?” 


Fro.sh:  “Where’s  the  Men’s  Room? 
Soph:  “What’s  it  to  you?” 


^ A GOOD  ^ 
PIPE  TOBACCO 
MUST  HAVE  ^Oth 
MILDNESS  AND 
FLAVOR 


Undergraduates — here’s  a logic  lesson  that’s  a “pipe”! 

(No  pun  intended!)  Your  tobacco  may  be  mild  or  it  may  be 
flavorful.  In  either  case  you  say,  “It’s  good!” 

But  if  it  had  mildness  AND  flavor  both,  wouldn’t  you  say, 
“It’s  betterr 

Yes.  And  that’s  what  you  get  in  Edgeworth,  the  blandest,  mel- 
lowest, tastiest  blend  of  fine  old  Burley  you’ve  ever  stoked  in  a pipe ! 

Try  a 15^  tin!  You’ll  go  for  it!  Not  alone  for  its  mildness 
AND  flavor,  but  for  its  slow-burning  economical  quality  as  well. 
Pipe-smokers  report  to  us  that  one  pipeful  has  lasted  them  as  long 
as  one  hour  and  ten  minutes! 

There’s  a record  to  shoot  at,  fellows!  Light  up  today!  Edge- 
worth  is  made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  down  in 
Richmond,  Va.,  where  they  know  good  tobacco. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS 


MILDNESS  W FLAVOR 


Thirty 
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The  young  salesman,  riding  for  the  first  time  on  a one- 
horse  train  in  hilly  country,  indignantly  accosted  the 
conductor. 

“Look  here,"  he  .said.  “I  want  to  know  the  difference 
hetween  first,  .second,  and  third  class  on  this  train.  I paid 
for  a fir.st  cla.ss  ticket,  and  here  all  three  classes  are  riding 
on  the  same  coach.” 

“Just  hold  your  hor.ses,  young  man,”  said  the  conductor. 
“You'll  see  the  difference  shortly.” 

A few  miles  farther  on  the  train  creaked  to  a .stoj)  at  the 
foot  of  a long  grade.  The  conductor  got  up  from  his  seat 
and  shouted: 

“Eirst  class  j)a.s.sengers,  keej)  your  .seats.  Second  cla.ss 
pa.ssengers,  get  out  and  walk.  Third  class  ])a.s.sengers, 
get  out  and  pu.sh!” 


“There  isn’t  much  to  life  but  this: 
A baby’s  smile,  a woman’s  kiss, 

.\  book,  a pipe,  a fire,  a friend, 
■Vnd  just  a little  ca.sh  to  .spend.” 


Engli.sh  Prof:  “Mr.  Twilch,  use  the  word  promise  in  a 
.sentence.” 

Twilch:  “Tha  Prom  i.ss  tonight.” 


THERE  IS  A SANTA  CLAUS 

“Bud,  don’t  pay  no  ’tention  to  these  fellers  that  say 
there  ain’t  no  Santa  (’laus,”  advised  Uncle  Eb.  “It’s 
young  folks  like  you  coinin’  fresh  from  the  Creator,  tended 
by  angels  and  mothers  that’s  got  feelin’s  still  .sensitive 
enough  to  know  things  without  seein’  or  handlin’  ’em. 

Remember  them  popcorn  .seeds  we  planted  an’  how  I 
told  you  when  we  shucked  out  the  ears  that  them  little 
kernels  would  burst  out  big  an’  white  when  we  heated  ’em 
in  grandma’s  skillet?  Well,  Bud,  when  folks  plant  a 
kernel  o’  kindne.ss  here  an’  there,  dig  out  weeds  o’  mean- 
ne.ss,  the  sweetness  o’  the  earth  folks  is  made  of  an’  the 
warmth  o’  a sunny  dispo.sition  je.st  makes  ’em  grow  an’  pop 
out  under  the  glow  o’  Chri.stmas  time. 

Fellers  like  me  an’  you  know  it’s  the  heat  that  makes  a 
few  ))uny  little  brown  kernels  burst  into  a whole  heaj)  o’ 
whiteness.  You  can’t  see  heat,  but  it  works  miracles  ’fore 
yer  eyes.  That’s  what  Santa  Claus  is  Bud — jest  a glowin’, 
warming’  Spirit  you  can’t  .see  workin’  miracles  on  us  jnmy 
little  human  kernels.  No  one  knows  the  sweetne.ss  an’ 
goodness  in  either  kind  o’  kernel  until  someone  takes  the 
trouble  to  get  ’em  jiroperly  warmed  through. 

Young  fellers  like  you  that’s  jest  come  here  new  an’  old 
fellers  like  me  that’s  leavin’  pretty  .soon,  know  t key’s  lots 
o’  elves,  an’  gnomes,  an’  fairies  an’  sich  folks,  other  people 
don’t  believe  in,  ’cau.se  they  can’t  .see  ’em.  But  they  would 
feel  ’em  an’  hear  ’em  too,  if  they’d  jest  sit  quiet  an’  wait. 
So,  you  go  on  believin’  in  Santa,  Bud,  ’cause  he’s  always 
there  as  long  as  you  can  feel  him.” 


OUR  SIX  AGES 

•Vs  a candidate  we  wonder  what  it’s  all  about. 

As  a F'ro.sh  we  learn  what  it's  all  about, 

.\s  a Sophomore  we  think  we  know  what  it’s  all  about. 
As  a Junior  we  don’t  care  what  it’s  all  about. 

As  a Senior  we  know  what’s  it’s  all  about. 

And  as  a grad,  we  still  wonder  what  it’s  all  about. 


A student  handed  in  the  following  as  the  principal  parts 
of  any  Latin  verb: 

Slippeo,  .slipere,  falli,  bumptus. 

The  returned  pajier  contained  the  following  correction: 
Falio,  failere,  fluncto,  suspendum. 

— Kitty  Kat. 


Q:  “My  Doctor  sent  me  a bill  for  $5  for  medicine  and 
$.50  for  visits.  What  shall  I do?” 

A:^“Pay  him  for  the  medicine  and  return  the  visits.” 


T II  E ()  E I)  LIN  E 


Thirty-one 


V<‘Ni4^rilay  ami  T«»-ilay  ai  a 
ll4»iiNC  l*ariy 

THE  (’ONVEVANT'E: 

Sleigh  or  horse  and  l)uggy. 

Sumj)in  with  wlieels,  a body,  and,  on  rare  oeeasions, 
a toj). 

THE  (HUE: 

Eong-skirled,  long-haired,  coquettish. 

Eong-skirt('d,  long-lined,  etc. 

THE  ('HAEEKONE: 

White-haired,  prim,  hawkeyed. 

White-haired,  prim,  hawkeyed. 

THE  HEURB  AMONG  THE  (HRES: 

Isn't  Harry  a j)eaeh  —He’s  an  awful  jollier,  though, 
don’t  you  thiiik? 

My  Eaml),  if  you  don’t  take  yonr  j)ineers  off  Charlie, 
I’ll  have  the  standards  committee  on  you,  .so  hel|) 
me! 

Or — DARLING,  I just  met  the  sa-WEET-e.st  boy! 
I am  .simply  that  way  about  him! 

AMONG  THE  MEN: 

Shall  we  join  the  ladies? 

Where  the  heck  is  my  woman! 

Or — Talk  about  a hot  .sketch,  mmmmmmmm! 

(JATHERING  PEACE: 

Fireplace  or  the  parlor. 

Any  old  corner — or  the  furnace  room. 

TOPIC  OF  CONVERSATION: 

The  weather. 


Wise:  “I  took  my  girl  to  the  show  last  night  and  we 

almost  had  a taxi  ride  back  home.” 

Cracker:  “What  happened?” 

Wi.se:  “Well,  I matched  the  driver  to  .see  whether  we’d 
])ay  him  double  fare  or  nothing.  He  won,  .so  we  had  to 
walk.” 


If  all  the  hot  dogs  consumed  on  one  Sunday  afternoon 
were  laid  end  to  end  it  would  be  a lot  of  bologna. 


(’aller:  “Is  the  boss  in?” 

New  Office  Boy:  “Are  you  a salesman,  a bill  collector, 
or  a friend?” 

N.O.  B.:  "He'  s in  conference  jn.st  now.  He’s  out  of  the 
city.  Stej)  right  in.” 


She:  “Sir,  I believe  yon  are  trying  to  ki.ss  me.” 

He:  “Well,  now  that  yon  know,  suppo.se  we  quit 

assaulting  each  other  and  coo])erate  a bit.” 


When  the  clock  struck  the  midnight  hour,  father  came 
to  the  head  of  the  .stairs,  and  in  a rather  loud  tone  of  voice 
said,  “Young  man,  is  your  .self-starter  out  of  order 
tonight.” 

“It  doesn’t  matter,”  returned  the  young  man,  “as  long 
as  there’s  a crank  in  the  hou.se.” 


Fisherman:  “It  was  a trout  of  enormous  size.  I tell 

you  I never  saw  such  a fish!” 

Friend;  “I  believe  you.” 


Two  boys  in  the  intermediate  grades  were  fighting  in  the 
.school  yard  at  reee.ss  time.  A teacher  .separated  them  and 
sent  them  to  the  j)rincii)al.  “He  stole  three  cents  from 
me,”  one  shouted,  glaring  angrily  at  the  other.  "No,  sir, 
I did  not,”  he  .said  ])ositively.  " I oidy  borrowetl  the  three 
cents  and  defaulted  like  a gentleman.” 


“W1  lere  did  yon  find  this  wonderful  follow-up  .sy.steni? 
It  would  get  money  out  of  anybody.” 

"Simi)le  enough.  I just  compiled  and  adapted  the 
letters  my  son  sent  me  from  college.” 


Thirty -two 
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YOU’RE  THE  TOR  (Maryland  Version) 

You're  the  top. 

^ ou’re  th'  Administration. 

You're  the  tojn 

You're  the  Spring  Vacation. 

^’on’re  the  Student  Rand,  the  Stadium  and  tlie  (trill, 
^’on're  the  dairy  herd. 

Y ou’re  C'urley  Ryrd. 

You're  Ilyatt.sville. 

Y ou’re  the  Dean. 

You’re  a History  lesson. 

^ ou’re  a .scene. 

Played  hy  Eugene  Kre.ssin. 

I’m  a traffic  snarl  undone  hy  Carl  the  Co|), 

Rut  if — Raby — I'm  the  bottom 
^ Ou’re  the  toj). 


Suggested  dance  music  for  the  Prom — “He’s  Only  The 
Floor-polisher  at  the  Dance  Hall,  but  All  the  (lirls  Fall 
For  Him.' 


•loin  tlio  of  tlio  Month** 

< lull— Win  a F roo  Kox 
<»f  Life  Slavers 

(tet  in  on  this  prize  contest  and  let  your  pet  “grin 
snatcher’’  win  you  more  than  just  a laugh.  Ye  eds  of 
The  Old  Lixe  want  to  know  who  are  really  the  wits 
of  the  campus  this  year. 

Each  issue  a snappy  cellophaned  box  of  as.sorted 
LIFE  SAVERS  (eleven  different  flavors,  count  ’em) 
will  be  awarded  for  the  best  grin  getter  submitted  l)y 
a student.  All  pet  jokes  will  be  judged  by  the 
editors  of  this  j)ublication.  Their  decision  will  be 
regarded  as  final. 

Also  the  right  to  publi.sh  any  joke  is  re.served. 

Don’t  waste  that  good  joke  on  your  roommate, 
send  it  in  and  tickle  your  sweet-tooth  with  your 
funny  bone. 

The  winner  of  this  month’s  contest  will  be  an- 
nounced in  the  next  i.ssue  of  The  Old  Line. 


WINNER  OF  LAST  MONTH’S 
LIFE  SAVERS  CONTEST 

Theme  .song  of  the  bronze  terrapin  down  on  the  Roule- 
vard — “You  May  Call  It  Madne.ss,  .\h,  Rut  I (’oli.seum.’’ 
Siibniittcd  hy  Pvke  Johnson 


PROVERRIAL,  RUT— 

Look  before  you  leaj).  Yes,  but — He  who  hesitates  is 
lo.st. 

A man  gets  no  more  than  he  pays  for:  Rut — The  best 

things  in  life  are  free. 

Leave  well  enough  alone:  Rut — Progre.ss  never  .stands 

.still. 


FRESHMAN  FALLACI ES 
One  of  the  main  cau.ses  of  dust  is  janitors. 


.V  compliment  is  when  you  .say  something  to  another 
that  she  and  we  know  is  not  true. 


■V  demagogue  is  a ve.s.sel  containing  .s])irituous  licjuors. 


New.s])a])ers  are  mseful  for  rej)orting  calamities,  such  as 
deaths  and  marriages. 


He  was  not  (piarrehsome  but  his  wife  was  of  the  opposite 
.sex. 


The  theory  of  exchange,  as  I understand  it.  is  not  very 
well  understood. 


A per.son  should  take  a bath  once  in  the  Summer  time 
and  not  (piite  so  often  in  the  Winter. 


A mugwump  is  a bird  that  sits  on  the  fence  with  its  mug 
on  one  side  and  its  wump  on  the  other. 


A doorknob  is  a thing  a revolving  door  goes  around 
without — a .straw  is  something  which  yon  drink  .something 
through  two  of  them — cobble.stones  are  a pavement  that 
j)eople  would  rather  were  asphalt  than — a fern  is  a j)lant 
that  you  are  sui)j)o.sed  to  water  it  once  a day,  but  if  you 
don’t  it  dies,  and  if  you  do  it  dies  anyway  only  not  so 
.soon — Slimmer  is  a season  that  in  winter  you  wish  you 
could  keej)  your  hoii.se  as  warm  as — a cartoon  is  a funny 
drawing  that  makes  peojile  laugh  when  other  people  claim 
cigarettes  come  in  it — Cream  is  something  which  dry 
cereal  doesn’t  taste  as  good  without  it,  unle.ss  you  use 
milk,  but  haven’t  any — and  one  car  they  are  all  dying  to 
ride  in  is  the  hearse. 


“Cur.se  it,  curse  it,”  hissed  the  villain,  snatehing  at  the 
girl’s  wai.st. 

“No  it  ain't'either,”  .she  retorted.  “It’s  only  a girdle.” 

— Punch  Bowl. 


T II  E ()  L D L I N E 


Thirty-three 


TOO  MU(MI  ITIN(’TUATK)N 

Abe’s  boy  Ikey  was  in  tlie  outer  office  when  a lelegrani 
arrived,  and  the  stenographer  called  out:  “A  wire  from 

the  salesman,  Mr.  liernstein.” 

“Read  it  out  loud  to  me,”  the  boss  called  back  from  the 
inner  room.  So  she  started: 

“Was  in  Dallas  Monday  stop  be  in  Houston  W’edne.sday 
stop  be  in  New  Orleans  Thursday  stop — ” 

“Here  Abe,  leave  that  girl  alone  and  let  her  read 
the  telegram!” 


(’ollegiate:  “At  the  dance  last  Saturday  night  my 

suspenders  broke  right  in  the  middle  of  the  floor.” 

(’o-ed:  “And  weren’t  you  embarrased  to  death?” 
Collegiate:  “Not  very.  My  roommate  was  wearing 

em.” 


She:  “How  do  they  get  the  water  in  the  watermelon?” 
He:  “They  plant  the  seeds  in  the  spring.” 


Pop : “There’s  nothing  worse  than  being  old  and  bent.” 
Son:  “A'es,  there  is,  Dad.” 

Pop:  “I’d  like  to  know  what  it  is!” 

Son:  “Being  young  and  broke!” 


“Sorry,”  said  the  greeting  card  manufacturer  to  his 
clerk,  “but  I’ll  have  to  let  you  go.  Sentiment  has  no 
place  in  business,  you  know.” 


“Ladies  and  gentlemen,”  said  the  speaker,  “before  I 
begin  my  speech  I have  something  that  I want  to  say  to 
you.” 


Kind  Visitor:  “Well,  Marjorie,  what  are  you  going  to 
do  wdien  you  grow  up  to  be  a big  woman  like  your  mother?” 
Marjorie:  “Diet.” 


“ Dad,  if  I saved  you  a dollar  would  you  give  me  half  of 
it?” 

“Yes,  Son,  I would.” 

“Well,  pay  me.  Aou  told  me  if  I pa.s.sed  mathematics 
you’d  give  me  a dollar,  and  I flunked  it.” 


Visitor  to  Prisoner:  “And  wdiy  are  you  here?” 
Prisoner:  “I  want  to  be  a warden,  so  I thought  I’d 

start  in  at  the  bottom.” 


SOONER  OR 

LATER . . . 

You  will  turn  to  the  merchants 
who  advertise  in  The  Old  Line — 

Because  you  will  Find  them  more 
progressive,  more  reasonable,  more 
courteous,  and  more  alert  than  their 
more  backward  competitors. 

You  will  Find  that  those  who 
advertise  on  these  pages  are  almost 
without  exception,  the  leaders  in 
their  Field. 

Three  signposts  will  guide  you 
to  their  doors — Quality,  Service, 
and  Economy — and  when  you  buy 
From  them,  say  "\  saw  your  ad  in 
The  Old  Line.^^  They’ll  appreciate 
it,  and  so  will  we. 
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Compliments  of  a Friend 
on  the 

Fifth  Anniversary 

of  the  Old  Line 
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/nAY^ 
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EMTER  % 

CAN'T  MAKE  BOTH  ENDS  MEET 


Jasper:  “Why  is  a rabbit’s  nose  so  shiny?” 

Casj)er:  “Beeanse  its  powder  puff  is  at  the  other  end.” 


During  dinner  one  day  a fatlier  sj)oke  to 
his  son:  “Sonny,”  he  said,  “I  want  to  talk  to 
you  after  dinner.  I want  to  di.seuss  with  you  the 
faets  of  life.”  So  after  dinner  when  they  went  into 
the  other  room,  the  son  cjuietly  came  in  and 
clo.sed  the  door  behind  him  and  said,  “Mell  Dad, 
what  is  it  you  would  like  to  know?” 


Ready  (or  Graduation 

'jRe  »i0s  Hub 

Baltimore,  Charles  and  Fayette 


Fat  i\lo.squito  (peering  through  the  mesh):  “I  don’t 

.see  what  there  is  for  you  to  make  all  this  fuss  about !” 

Slim  Mosquito  (buzzing  triumphantly  inside):  “Oh, 

my  dear!  Don't  you  know  Fve  pas.sed  the  .sereen  test?” 


Freshman:  “I’m  going  to  (piit  .sehool  and  live  by  my 

native  wit.” 

Instruetor:  “Fine!  Half  a living  is  better  than  none.” 


•BON  DEB  ABLE 

It  is  almost  a definition  of  a gentleman  to  say  he  is  one 
who  never  infliets  jiain.  He  makes  light  of  favors  while  he 
does  them,  and  .seems  to  be  reeeiving  when  he  is  eonferring. 
He  observes  the  maxim  of  the  ancient  .sage,  that  we  should 
ever  conduct  ourselves  toward  our  enemy  as  if  he  were  one 
day  to  be  our  friend. 

— (’.\Ki)iNAL  New.m.xx. 


.\  Freshman  is  sup]>o.sed  to  know  everything,  yet: 
'I'lie  Vatican  is  a ship. 

Celibacy  is  lunacy. 

To  germinate  is  to  become  a naturalized  (lerman. 

.V  gherkin  is  a person  who  dashed  after  jieople  with 
knife. 

.V  bull  circle  is  an  arena  in  Spain. 


a 


T II  K OLD  I.  I N K 


Artist:  “How  do  you  like  my  new 

picture,  ‘Little  Boy  Blue’?” 

\'isitor:  “Why,  1 don't  see  a tliiiif;- 
here.  Where's  the  little  hoy?” 

Artist:  “He  blew.” 


Prof:  “ What’s  the  eoiirereiiee  ill  the 
hack  of  the  room?  This  was  sujiposed 
to  he  on  the  Honor  System.” 

Frosh:  “It  is.  We're  all  honor  last 
prohlem.” 

— Rrd  (\it. 

She:  “I'm  j)erfeet.” 

He:  “I’m  i)ractice.” 

—Owl. 

They  called  him  David,  'cau.se  he 
certainly  could  sling  it! 

—Owl. 


If  your  dates  seem  cold,  don’t  give 
up.  Rememher  a chill  is  often  followed 
hy  a fever. 

—Owl. 

“Hey,  don't  s{)it  on  the  floor.” 
“What's  the  matter,  is  it  leaking?” 
— Battalion. 

Hi.story  profes.sor  during  lecture: 
“The  next  task  of  Samuel  F.  B.  Morse 
was  to  lay  the  wire.” 

Usual  voice  from  the  rear  of  class: 
“Wotta  Man!” 

— Ram  mer-Ja  m mer. 


Do  you  helieve  in  cluhs  for  women? 
^’es,  if  teehniipie  fails. 

Lord  Jr/)’. 

She  (enthusiastically):  “Oh,  if  you 
hoys  make  another  touchdown  1 ju.st 
know  I’d  stand  on  my  head.” 

He’s  (in  unison):  “We  want  a 

touchdown.” 


Father  (to  fourteen-year-old  son): 
“I’d  like  to  know  what  smart  aleck 
with  short  pants  dro|)j)ed  a cigarette 
on  the  u|)hol.stery  of  the  new  car?” 
Son:  “ It  was  an  accident.  Dad,  she 
didn't  mean  to.” 


SFFFD  KIN(; 

Father:  “Why,  young  man,  you 

couldn't  even  dress  my  daughter.” 
Suitor:  “Zatso?  Well,  it  won’t 

take  me  long  to  learn.” 

--  Dodo. 


She  said  she’d  he  faithful  to  the  end. 
Why,  that  sounds  good. 

Yes,  hut  I’m  a (juarterhack. 


•Vn  old  maid  is  a gal  who  slept 
through  all  the  ])relims  while  waiting 
for  the  main  event. 

—Red  Cal. 


If  fakes 


topul  it  over 


rite  athlete  knows  the  value 
of  meat  in  the  diet. 


Don’t  be  satisfied 
with  “just”  meat. 

. . . . Insist  on  carefully  selected 
MEATS  ....  and  all  the  FINh: 
I'OOD.S  that  heallhy  a])i)clilcs 
DhAlAND. 

( )ur  hundreds  of  .satisfied  ciislo- 
mers  daily  is  your  guarantee  of 
SATISFACTION. 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

Hyattsville  Riverdale 

"Telephone  your  order” 


fusing  the  dinner-guest  with  the  man  who 
routs  roaches!  Who  wouldn’t  be  dazed  by 
the  murky  fumes  of  that  mucky  pipe? 

Any  pipe  grows  unhappy  with  neglect 
and  brutal  tobacco.  But  a well-cleaned 
pipe  and  a mild,  fragrant  tobacco  like  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh — well,  that’s  a happier 
story!  Sir  Walter  is  a kindly  blend  of 
cool  Kentucky  Burleys.  Well-aged;  slow- 
burning;  delightful  to  tongue  and  nose. 
Sir  Walter’s  raised  pipe-smoking  to  the 
head  of  the  table.  Try  a tin;  it  may  be 
the  tobacco  you’ve  long  hoped  for. 

Brown  & \\^illi.imsoii  Toh.icco  Corpomtion 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-J  i 


io 

Take  care  of 

>four  PIPE 


] ....  FREE 
BOOKLET 

I tc'llsJioxv  to  m.'ikr 
1 your  pipe  ta.^^e 
swtrtiT. 
\N  rite  for  a copy. 


— AND  IT’S  MILDER 


— R a m m er-Ja  m m er. 
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SEEN  THE  NEW  FORDS? 

Stop  by  or  call  us  to  see  the  new 
1935  Ford  Models 

Used  Car  Specialties 

General  Repairs 

Billhimer  & Palmer  Motor  Co. 

HyattSVlIle  (Opp.  Arcade  Theatre)  Hyattsville  330 


Patronize  the  t*.  A. 
KAfSKKTBALL  IIAACES 
Wliieli  Will  Again  Live  Up 
To  Their  Usual  ne|Hitath>n 
For  >»n|ierior  Entertainnient 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


DISILLLSIOX 

I firabbed  him  just  in  time  “you  fool,”  I said.  “To  go 
jumping'  off  this  bridge  into  that  icy  water!  You'll  drown 
yourself!  lie  turned  on  me  sadly,  “I  know  it,"  he  said. 
“It’s  disillusion.  It’s  my  mother.” 

“Your  mother.  What’s  the  matter  with  your  mother.” 
“I  heard  about  her  for  the  first  time  in  five  years,”  he 
answered  .somberly.  “She  hasn’t  got  gray  hair.  She  dyed 
it  black.  She  doesn’t  sit  in  a rocking  chair  with  a shawl 
over  her  shoulders,  and  sigh  for  me.  She  goes  out  to 
night  clubs  with  father  and  stays  until  4 .\.m.  She  can 
dance  like  a debutante,  they  .say.  She  doesn’t  give  a 
whooj)  whether  I ever  come  back  to  comfort  her.” 

“So  what?”  I said.  “Who’d  want  to  commite  suicide 
over  a thing  like  that?  Personally  I think  it’s  swell.” 
He  shook  his  head.  “It’s  terrible,”  he  insisted.  “And 
that’s  not  all.  I was  down  in  Alabama  recently.  I didn’t 
find  any  darkies  in  the  cotton  fields.  They’d  had  six 
inches  of  snow  and  it  .seems  that  the  darkies  sj)end  all 
their  spare  time  playing  contract  bridge.  It’s  awful! 
Suddenly  he  attemjffed  to  jump  again. 

“Steady,”  I commanded.  “You  pick  the  .strangest 
things  to  get  depre.s.sed  about.  Get  hold  of  yourself.” 
The  tears  came  into  his  eyes.  “It’s  impossible,”  he 
sighed.  “I  visited  college  last  week.  I can’t  describe  the 
horror  of  it  all.  The  students  didn’t  make  dates  with  the 
coeds.  They  didn’t  even  flirt  with  them  in  the  classrooms. 
Only  three  of  them  had  coonskin  coats  and  9^  per  cent  of 
them  admitted  they  had  more  than  a dollar  to  their  names. 
They  all  studied  hard,  too.  Oh,  Oh!  Oh!  What  life  has 
done  to  me!” 

“Say”  I iii(|uired,  “ju.st  what  are  you,  anyhow?” 

He  burst  into  a j)itiful  fit  of  sobbing.  “I  write  lyrics  for 
])opular  songs,”  he  gasped.  “I’m  so  disillusioned!” 

I (piickly  turned  away  and  headed  back  for  the  shore. 
“Go  ahead  and  jump.” 


Instructor:  “What  was  Columbus’  motto?” 
Sophomore:  “iMore  miles  to  the  galleon.” 


KAMOrS  HOOKS 

Uul  ton 

I la  111  mock 

( ’lothe.s 

Poal- — 

and  line 

Sandy 

Izzy  ( ohen’s  no.se 
Three  dollar  day 


THREE  POPULAR  DOWNTOWN  MEETING 
PLACES  FOR  COLLEGIATES 


For  senerations  the  Willard  has  been  Washington  head- 
quarters for  the  smart  collegiate  set. 

Now  these  three  Willard  features  are  especially  inviting  — 

The  BAMBOO  Cocktail  Room 

John  Slaughter's  Orchestra 
Cocktail  and  Supper  Dancing 

COFFEE  SHOP  ROUND  ROBIN  MEN^S  GRILL 

Popular  Priced  Cozy  Men's  Repeal 

Food  Specialties  Rendezvous 

m LLARD  HOTEL 

1 4th  & Pennsylvania  Avenue  Washington,  D.  C. 


Here  it  is  ...  . 

a Xew  PORTABLE 

Made  by  ike 

Typewriter  Leader  of  the  World 

• An  Underwood  of  yonr  own!  A Portable  to 
go  with  yon  wherever  yon  go  ....  to  write 
whatever  you  feel  like  writing  ....  whenever 
the  spirit  moves  you. 

• Letters,  stories,  notes,  homework  ....  all 
these  are  the  things  that  the  modern  persoii 
wants  to  type.  Things  you  should  type  and 
can  type  on  your  new  Underwood  Portable 
....  rajiidly,  neatly,  easily. 

Uii€lpr\voo€l  Kllioil  Fislipr 

Homer  Building,  1.3lh  and  F Streets,  N.Vi . 
Distriet  1630  Washington,  D.C. 


© 1935,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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TO  DETERMINE  THE  SPECIFIC 

Sweat,  we  can  work  the 

I^TABLE  VALUED  BACKWARDS 


COOLER  PIPE  SMOKING/ 


iVJHEN  YOU  LIGHT  YOUR  PIPE  -r" 
\BE  SURE  THE  TOBACCO  YOURE 

USING  IS  MILD 
AND  MELLOW  — 

T WILL  GIVE  YOU 
A COOL  smoke- 

prince  ALBERT 


Copyright.  1935,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 

= IPE  TOBACCO 
AT  ITS  MILDEST! 

=ROCESSED  TO  REMOVE 
ALL'TONGUE  BITE" 

= EOPLE  SMOKE  MORE  P.A. 

^ THAN  ANY  OTHER  BRAND 


= LWAYS  2 OUNCES  ‘ 

IN  EVERY  TIN  ! 

MELLOWER  IN  FLAVOR  ! 


SOURCE  OF  JOY 
TO  MEN  IN  EVERY 
LAND  AND  CLIME  ! 


Nince  Albert 
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NEXT  MONTH 

# That  annual  Cap  and  Gown  Number,  our  lugubrious 
parting  gesture  ....  a veritable  Parthian  Arrow,  which  will 
include: 

#A  gigantic  Senior  Survey  which  will  survey  more  Seniors  — 
and  more  of  them — than  any  in  previous  years.  You  'Thirty- 
fivers  will  hear  more  of  this  in  the  near  future  .... 

# A suprise  feature  that  will  shake  the  mortgage  off  the 
Coliseum  .... 

# Also  an  Around  the  Hill  that  will  take  you  all  the  way 
around  twice,  a newer  New  Line,  and  an  outlay  of  art  work 
that  will  force  us  to  print  the  whole  issue  in  red  ink. 


INDEX  TO  ADVERTISERS 


Billhimer  6-  Palmer.... 

28 

Camel  Cigarettes 

Bacli  Cover 

Carr  Bros.  &■  Boswell.. 

..  '....  27 

Chesterfield  Cigarettes 

15 

Edgeworth  Tobacco 

....  19 

Federal  Housing 

26 

Horn-Shafer 

Third  Cover 

Jolly  Gift  Shop 

Third  Cover 

Life  Savers..._  

. . 28 

Lustine-Nicholson 

27 

Powers  Service  Station 

28 

Prince  Albert  Tobacco 

Second  Cover 

Raleigh  Tobacco 

25 

B.  V.  Rhodes 

Bac^  Cover 

Willard  Hotel 

Bach  Cover 

. . . Fantasy  that! 

The  main  disadvantage  to  being  an  editor  two  years 
in  succession  is  that  it’s  j)retty  tough  the  second  time 
around  to  keep  from  repeating  what  one  said  at  the  same 
time  last  year.  So  inasmneli  as  we  j)iit  out  a “Spring 
Number ’’  one  year  ago,  anyone  can  see  the  obvious  futility 
of  springing  another  one — at  least  just  at  this  time  . . . . 
and  it  would  be  so  damned  silly  to  put  out  a “S])ring 
Number”  at  any  other  time. 

But  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  muddy  paths  desecrate  the 
new-spring  verdure,  that  the  warm  sjiring  zejihyrs  sneak 
through  our  open  window  and  deposit  little  black  dunes  of 
cinders  from  the  parking  lot  on  our  de.sk,  and  that  the 
beauty  of  the  campus  is  being  slowly  dissipated  by  the 
outrageous  locations  and  angles  in  which  the  new  buildings 
are  being  put.  The  Coming  Of  Spriiig  To  College  Park  is 
.still  an  exhilarating  experience  which  always  produces  in 
us  an  unquenchable  thrill,  and  we  cannot  let  it  ])ass 
unnoticed. 

So  we’ll  commemorate  the  advent  of  spring  with  this, 
our  “(’ampus  Number,”  and  write  about  it  anyway. 

. . . ^^And  silently  steal  atvay."’’ 

WE  pau.se  mor.sely  to  drop  a tear  at  the  pa.ssing  of  a 
good  old  Maryland  tradition  which  for  years  has 
been  the  student  worm’s  one  chance  to  turn — that  time- 
honored  cu.stom  of  getting  up  and  walking  out  in  a body 
from  the  classroom  when  the  professor  failed  to  show 
up  within  ten  minutes. 

In  former  years  when  a prof  was  late,  his  cla.ss  would  sit 
in  hopeful  silence,  each  member  with  his  eye  glued  to  a 
timepiece,  and  promptly  at  nine  minutes  and  sixty  .seconds 
after  the  bell,  would  ari.se  as  one  man  and  .stride  .stal- 
warthly  out  the  door,  re.solutely  brushing  aside  the  in- 
structor in  their  egre.ss  .should  he  have  i)ut  in  his  aj)- 
pearance  so  much  as  one  second  later.  It  was  a good 
thing.  It  showed  the  prof  the  mettle  of  his  men,  and  kej)t 
him  on  his  toes  ....  and  if  he  didn’t  like  it,  he  knew  what 
he  could  do. 

But  now.  Faugh!  Whole  classes  of  timid  souls  sit 
meekly  poring  over  their  assignments,  occasionally  looking 


up  to  shudder  in  abject  horror  at  one  or  two  reactionaries 
who  boldly  sugge.st  “Let’s  .scram  if  he  doesn’t  show  up  in 
another  fifteen  minutes.”  And  all  the  time  their  peda- 
gogue is  out  potting  around  at  his  own  ])leasure,  with 
never  a thought  for  them. 

Ah  me!  It  would  seem  that  in.struction  is  needed  to 
teach  the  young  idea  how  to  scoot. 

. . . Chicken  a la  king. 

TO  be  “on  the  ball,”  i.e.,  alert,  or  on  one’s  toes,  and 
“cozy,”  which  is  currently  used  to  modify  almo.st 
anything,  are  two  of  the  latest  additions  to  the  campus 
argot,  and  while  puzzling  to  .some,  are  of  easily  traceable 
derivation.  However,  the  collocpiial  expre.ssion,  to  be 
“chicken” — also  loo.sely  u.sed — is  of  a very  intere.sting, 
and,  at  the  .same  time,  ])urely  local  origin.  It  was  born 
in  this  wi.se: 

Several  years  ago,  one  of  the  large.st  fraternities  of  the 
campus  sent  forth  its  pledglings  on  a foraging  expedition, 
as  the  only  means  of  supplying  what  might  have  been  an 
otherwise  empty  table  that  evening.  Seeking  out  the 
nearest  henhou.se,  which  happened  to  be  that  of  the 
University  Poultry  Farm,  the  erring  pledges,  while  green 
in  some  re.spects,  were  ripe  in  the  manner  of  judging 
chicken  flesh  on  the  hoof,  and  soon  returned  with  the  two 
most  valuable  hens  in  the  State  of  Maryland  ....  hens 
which  soon  went  the  way  of  all  chicken  flesh. 

Had  the  good  brothers  at  all  susj)ected  ju.st  how  precious 
that  meat,  they  could  have  at  lea.st  chewed  each  bite  a 
little  longer,  but  as  it  was,  they  ate  one  of  the  mo.st  expen- 
sive meals  in  history  in  bli.s.sful  ignorance.  It  was  not 
long,  however,  before  the  authorities  tracked  down  the 
marauders,  explained  to  them  that  they  had  eaten  the 
egg-laying  queens  of  the  whole  Poultry  Farm,  thereby 
wrecking  months  of  i)ainstaking  collection  of  data  on  the 
output  of  the  late  lamented  hens,  and  further,  that  one 
thousand  dollars  each  for  the  birds  would  .s(piare  things 
nicely  (the  amount  varies  with  the  telling,  but  that’s  how 
we  got  it). 

The  Snakes  paid  “something”  but  somehow  lost  their 
appetite  for  baked  fowl,  giving  rise  to  the  phra.se  "You’re 

(Continued  on  paije  21) 


Four 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Now  I’ll  Tell  All 


You  will  no  doubt  remember  the  ghoulish  and  dast- 
ardly murder  known  as  the  Winckelmann  Case — 
V . S.  vs.  Niagara  Falls,  1918;  N.  Y.  7711.  You  recall  that 
after  a meeting  of  the  U.  S.  lipstick  Corp.  the  L2  directors 
were  found  to  have  been  murdered  and  their  place  taken 
by  ventriloqui.sts’  dummies.  The  mystery  of  the  thing 
held  the  country  spellbound  for  months. 

I confessed  that  I was  the  author  of  the  crime.  I was 
taken,  handcuffed,  to  the  scene;  I had  my  letter  reproduced 
in  full  in  the  newspaj)ers,  and  was  commonly  called  the 
Hound  of  Doom  until  it  was  proved  that  I was  in  my 
boarding  house  at  the  time  of  the  murder.  Attention  then 
centered  on  the  confession  of  Lucretius  Peacock;  he  had 
his  picture  in  the  jmper,  but  on  Page  7.  He  was,  however, 
discharged  and  termed  a crank. 

The  next  major  murder  was  that  of  the  Michigan  farmer 
whose  three  successive  wives  died  from  horse  bites. 
Lucretius  Peacock  beat  me  on  that  one.  I produced  a set 
of  hor.se  teeth  mounted  on  a j)air  of  ice  tongs;  I got  two 
columns  on  page  2.  But  Lucretius  Peacock  wrote  not 
only  his  own  confes.sion  but  one  for  his  horse,  and  that 
horse  being  specially  trained,  bit  two  reporters  and  a 
chief  of  police.  The  tabloids  put  him  on  the  first  i)age, 
with  a faked  photogra])h  of  his  horse  biting  a lady  member 
of  the  stall. 

Then  came  the  famous  Concrete  Mixer  case.  Mrs. 
Emma  Wiffel  and  her  i)aramonr  had,  apparently,  run  Mr. 
Wiftel  through  a concrete  mixer.  I confessed  that  I too 
was  a paramour  and  had  helped  run  the  machine. 

So  many  other  fellows  got  the  idea  that  more  than  sixty 
people  made  the  same  coufe.ssion,  which  made  the  busine.ss 
a joke  and  pretty  nearly  ruined  Mrs.  Wiffel’s  disposition. 
But  Lucretius  Peacock’,  by  producing  samples,  was  the 
leading  suspect  for  a week,  and  the  agitation  forced  the 
city  to  bury  publicly  a mile  of  cement  sidewalk. 

By  this  time  I had  got  j)retty  sick  of  Lucretius  Peacock. 
He  would  confe.ss  to  anything,  and  he  had  .such  a cursed 
convincing  way  that  people  would  believe  him.  I was 
lucky  if  I could  get  any  thing  more  than  ,si)ace  under 
“Other  confessions  received.”  When  I confessed  to  the 
Hagget’s  Hammer  iVIurder,  the  Ptomaine  Club  Holocaust, 
and  the  Tweezer  Fiend  Affair,  my  letters  were  not  even 
printed,  while  Lucretius  Peacock  got  as  much  as  a syndi- 
cated Sunday  magazine  page.  I would  go  to  the  police 
station  and  the  detectives  wonld  merely  laugh  at  me. 
.Vfter  a while  they  would  not  even  laugh  at  me.  Quite  the 
contrary,  I am  .sorry  to  .say. 


Then  one  day  I murdered  Lucretius  Peacock,  I did  it 
very  simply.  I rang  the  doorbell  and  when  he  came  to  the 
door  I shot  him. 

Next  day  I went  to  the  j)olice  station  to  give  my.self  up. 
I explained  the  crime  and  displayed  the  death-dealing 
revolver.  And  all  the  police  wonld  do  was  to  curse  and 
swear  and  tell  me  that  if  I ever  came  around  there  again 
they  would  lock  me  up. 

Mr.  Editor  this  is  my  confession  of  a dastardly  crime. 
The  newsj)apers  have  all  refu.sed  to  print  it.  I desire  only 
to  expiate  my  wrongdoing  on  the  .scaffold,  and  yet  I go 
free!  Is  there  no  justice  left.^ 


ENDING  ALL 

''WAITER,  THERE'S  A ELY  L\  MV  SOUP"  JOKES 

Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

That’s  all  right,  sir,  it  won’t  drink  much. 

IVaiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

That’s  quite  all  right,  sir,  it  can  swim. 

IVaiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

That’s  all  right,  sir,  it’s  not  hot  enought  to  burn  him. 
Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

It  will  be  all  right,  sir,  if  you’ll  .strain  the  soup  through 
your  teeth. 

Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

Well,  whaddya  want  me  to  do — j)ut  a zipper  on  it? 
U'aiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

I might  add  that  it’s  a Dro.sophila  melanogaster,  sir. 
Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

It’s  “flies”  to  me,  “gnats”  to  you! 

Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  iny  soup! 

You’ll  usually  find  them  quite  tasteless,  sir. 

Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

You  .see,  sir,  our  cook  u.sed  to  be  a tailor. 

Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup! 

Not  so  loud,  sir,  everybody’ll  want  one. 

Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  so}ip! 

Grab  a fork — maybe  a trout'll  come  to  the  surface. 

— Purloined. 


Azimuth  is  a disea.se  of  the  lungs. 

.V  misogyni.st  is  one  who  rubs  ])eople’s  backs,  limbs,  etc. 


He:  “I  can  tell  you  the  .score  of  the  game  before  it 

starts.” 

She:  “What  is  it?” 

He;  “Nothing  to  nothing.” 
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fiRooks* 


'^Begging  your  pardon  sir,  but  the  Weather  Bureau  insists  that  its  fair  and  warmer." 
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SPRIXCi  ON  THE  CAMPUS 
Then  Now 

The  cliai)erones  have  gone  It's  dark  on  Observatory 
for  their  wraps.  May  I hold  Hill — !! 

your  hand? 


During  the  M'ar,  the  (ierinans  named  their  battleships 
Jokes” — so  the  English  wouldn’t  see  them. 


DILEMMA 

I’d  like  to  feel  that  I’m  not  dependent 
On  Love  to  make  my  days  resplendent 
To  laugh  at  Life  and  .seowl  at  men; 
Hut  I’ve  sueh  a strong  biological  yen. 


REAL  SERVICE 

A newly  created  paj)a  received  the  glad  tidings  in  a 
telegram : 

“Hazel  gave  birth  to  a little  girl  this  morning.  Roth 
doing  well.” 

On  the  message  was  a sticker  reading : “ When  you  want 
a boy,  call  Western  L'nion.” 


“I’ve  stood  about  enough,”  said  the  humori.st  as  they 
anij)utated  his  legs. 


A mother’s  love  is  greater  than  a wife’s.  Ilis  mother 
believes  him. 


SIMS 


“Maryland  Indifference 
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FLASHES  AND  SLASHES 


The  Truth  About  The  Budget  Cut 

By  A.  TUX  SHIRT 


'*Oiir  Stuffed  Correspondent” 


Read  the  inside  story  of  the  insidious  pay  slash  at 
College  Park  as  revealed  by  the  Old  Line’s  famous 
Globe  Trotting  Reporter: 

Annapolis,  Md.,  Fehrnarij  10 — State  Legislature  decides 
new  budget  cut. 

Annapolis,  Aid.,  Fehruary  15 — Governor  Nice  issues  state- 
ment that  a dollar  a day  and  a plate  of  beans  are 
enought  for  any  college  professor. 

Annapolis,  Md.,  February  18 — State  Legi.slature  decides  to 
cut  legal  size  of  plate  of  beans  to  a saucer. 

Baltimore,  Aid.,  February  21 — Former  Governor  Ritchie, 
in  a public  statement,  calls  Governor  Nice  a 
“Blow-oflf.” 

Annapolis,  Md.,  February  22 — Governor  Nice  mails  ex- 
Governor  Ritchie  a tombstone  C.  O.  D. 

Volleye  Park,  Md.,  February  26 — Indignant  college  students 
stage  demonstration  demanding  that  college  pro- 
fessors get  cat.snj)  with  their  beans. 

College  Park,  Md.,  March  1 — College  officials  issue  state- 
ment that  if  new  budget  pas.ses,  the  LTniversity  will 
reduce  to  a cow  college  with  six  jerseys  and  one 
modern  milking  machine. 

Washington,  D.  C.,  March  5 — National  Student  League 
holds  mass  meeting  in  prote.st.  Both  members 
attend. 

College  Park,  Md.,  March  10 — Maryland  chickens  go  on 
hunger  strike,  and  eggless  days  are  proclaimed  at 
Lhiiversity. 

College  Park,  Md.,  March  15 — Maryland  Footlight  (’lul) 
passes  resolution  approving  eggless  days,  and 
demanding  tomatoless  nights. 

Annapolis,  Md.,  March  18 — State  Legislature  eliminates 
athletic  budget  at  Ihiiversity  becau.se  boxing  team 
caught  using  perfume.  (Knockout  Drops). 

College  Park,  Md.,  March  21 — Vice-President  Byrd  wires 
Governor  Nice  that  the  American  dollar  is  worth 
only  59  cents. 


Exclusive  wire 
photo  of  riotous 
mass  demon- 
stration of 
National  Stu- 
dent League 
held  on  March 
5 in  protest  a- 
g a in  St  State 
Legislature 
'‘shooting  off 
its  lip.” 

Annapolis,  Md.,  March  22 — (iovernor  Nice  recommends 
that  j)ay  of  college  j)rofe.ssor  be  fixed  at  $1.41  per 
day. 

Annapohs,  Md.,  March  25 — Legislature  inerea.ses  legal 
size  of  a .saucer  of  beans  to  a platter. 

College  Park,  Md.,  March  29 — Fraternities  unlock  front 
doors.  Old  Line  staff  sweeps  out  trash  and  goes 
back  to  work. 

('allege  Park,  Md.,  April  1 — President  Pear.son  predicts 
regular  quota  of  college  professors  will  lie  working 
next  winter,  and  regular  quota  of  students  im- 
bibing. (If  they  can  get  it,  and  we  think  they  can). 
('allege  Park,  Md.,  April  2 — College  profe.s.sors  conclude 
that  they  don't  like  beans,  and  students  revolt. 
Annapalis,  Md.,  April  S — State  Legislature  decides  to  cut 
budget. 

('allege  Park,  Md.,  April  15 — Maryland  profe.ssors  resign  in 
a body,  taking  classroom  ecjuipment  with  them  to 
pay  liack  salaries. 

('allege  Park,  Md.,  May  80 — Students  find  that  profs,  have 
gone,  and  vote  to  abolish  final  exams. 

.Innapalis,  Md.,  Jidy  1 — State  Legi.slature  l)egins  con- 
sideration of  new  l)udget  cut. 


Eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


IT  has  been  truly  said  that  in  the  spring  a young  man’s 
fancy  lightly  turns  to  those  things  a coed’s  been 
thinking  about  all  winter  ....  In  certain  gentlemen’s 
cpiarters  it  is  suspected  ....  yea  believed  ....  that  the 
dear  little  ladies  of  the  camjii  spend  the  long  frigid  even- 
ings scheming  and  devising  means  of  winning  the  un- 
suspecting desirable  male  when  nature’s  forces  will  have 
aligned  themselves  with  her  and  brought  the  victim 
aromul  to  that  state  of  mind  and  feeling  particularly 
receptive  to  thoughts  of  love  and  its  pleasant  pastimes  .... 
.Vnd  the  day  doesn’t  j)ass  wherein  some  young  bucko  gives 
no  yielding  proof  of  this  theory  of  the  linking  of  hearts  and 
flowers  ....  It  is  well  to  remember,  however,  what  my 
dear  old  maiden  Aunt  Cecelia  used  to  tell  me  ....  that 
while  “Cows  may  come,  and  cows  may  go  ...  . the  bull 
goes  on  forever.” 

As  this  drips  .steadily  from  the  pen,  rumor  whispers  of 
Tommy  Webb,  Merza  Tuttle,  and  engagement  rings  . . . . 
and  of  a Wednesday  night  when  Margie  Smith  and  Dave 
Derr  decided  the  same  thing  ....  “Jimmy,”  a home  town 
lad,  is  responsible  for  Betty  Weaver’s  current  absent- 
mindedness.  He  can  be  seen  by  an  early  riser  driving  her 
to  .school  every  Monday  morning  ....  Feeling  Dorothy 


Dixish,  we  hereby  select  the  ideal  campus  coui)le  ....  the 
Kentucky  redhead  ....  and  the  galvanized  iron  Duchess  of 
Wellington  ....  Here’s  hoping. 

3^  “When  a college  man  goes  sentimental,”  Aunt  Cecelia 
would  say,  “know  that  he’s  jirst  another  wonld-be  cynic 
who  couldn’t  .stand  the  gaff.” 

On  your  left  as  you  enter  is  a stuffed  rattlesnake  . . . . 
he  shot  it  ...  . Air  .story,  mystery  and  western  cowboy 
aceViagazines  si)rinkle  the  room  ....  A deer-skin  and  a 
bear’s  pelt  ....  he  .shot  them  also  ....  drape  a chair  and 

carpet  the  floor  respectively Vs  you  look  around  he 

tries  to  sell  yon  everything  yon  see  ....  another  hobby  .... 
You  also  learn  that  at  jiresent  he  wants  to  get  rid  of  a ’34 
deluxe-equipped  Plymouth  coupe  for  a nominal  sum  . . . . 
He  gets  that  way  every  three  months  ....  In  the  pa.st 
four  years  he’s  owned  seven  cars  at  different  times  . . . . 
You  help  him  select  a tie  to  go  with  his  severely  con- 
ventional black  suit  ....  He  wraps  a parachute-silk  .scarf 
(his  pride  and  joy)  around  his  neck  ....  and  there  he  is  ...  . 
In  a word,  a man’s  man,  a great  guy  (my  hero!)  . . . . 
“Charley”  ....  Carl  the  campus  cop  ....  Dillinger  . . . . 

jjj  Take  Fay  Reuling. 


“^'brooks 


jjj  She  knows  tliem  all  ....  she’s  heen  out  with  ino.st  of 
them  ....  The  houiulers,  athletes,  elite,  undergraduates 
. . . . She  has  poi.se  ....  She  wears  brown  clothes  beauti- 
fully ....  understands  men  sufficiently  to  enjoy  the 
cartoons  in  Esquire  ....  but  ....  Reminds  me  of  what  that 
dear  dejjarted  Aunt  of  mine  once  remarked  ....  Cecelia 
said,  “Where  will  you  spend  Eternity?’’ 

Lloyds  of  London  will  quote  you  attractive  odds  that 
Freddie  Breuckner  will  keep  his  fraternity  pin  another 
three  months  ....  The  same  gentlemen  offer  16  to  1 that 
Bob  Kent  will  not  decide  within  the  year  ....  Mrs. 
Dorothy  Lane  Friedenwald  soon  will  be  at  diaj)ers  . . . . 
Naomi  Herbert  .should  have  waited  through  college  before 
.she  made  up  her  mind  ....  Maryland’s  original  bad  boy 
((’olosimo)  .still  is  fiddling  in  the  far  we.st  while  Ritchie 
(Frannie)  burns  (up)  .... 

In  the  window  of  a photo  .studio  in  Washington  is  a 
near  life-size  color  j)ortrait  of  a young  lady  who  might  have 
run  away  with  any  beauty  contest  on  any  campus.  Her 
name  is  Dolores  Piozet,  a freshman,  and  a darn  fool  for 
not  entering  the  local  photo  fray  ....  Listed  under 
“Plays’’  in  this  i.ssue  is  a colynm  yon  would  do  well  to 


read  ....  Try  this  one  on  your  piano  ....  “Cecil  Thalo- 
])ilis,  a succes.sful  thi.stlesifter,  in  sifting  a sieve-full  of 
unsifted  thistles,  thrust  three  thou.sand  thistle-thorns 
through  the  thick  of  his  thumb.  If  thou  shouldst  thru.st 
three  thou.sand  thi.stle-t horns  through  the  thick  of  thy 
thumb  while  sifting  a sieve-fnll  of  nnsiftcd  thi.stles  ....’’ 
why  you’re  crazy. 

Maryland’s  lacro.sse  team  will  have  to  beat  Mounl 
Wa.shington  this  year  for  the  championship  ....  From  the 
Yellow  Jacket  comes  a story  about  the  coed  who  had  so 
much  power  in  her  eyes  that  she  conhl  stir  her  coffee  with 
a dirty  look  ....  (diarley  Fllinger,  the  main  feed  with 
College  Parks  Indian  racketers  has  been  corre.sjmnding 
daily  for  a year  and  a half  with  one  June  Winters  out 
(kilifornia  way  ....  If  Dorothy  Donovan  will  j)lease  come 
around,  we  have  a question  to  ask  her  ....  about  A1  Woods. 

“If  more  women  understood  what  it  meant  to  accept 
a man’s  fraternity  pin,’’  my  .Vnnt  ('ecelia  once  sagely 
observed,  “coeducation  would  go  on  the  rocks  in  short 
order.” 

Have  1 ever  told  yon  about  the  tragedy  in  my  Aunt 

{('oufinued  on  pa(je  II) 
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AicoiT^ii  tiik:  hill 


{(Umtimted  from  page  9) 

(’ecelia’s  early  years  ....  it  liappened  in  eolle^e  . . . . 
tliat  warped  lier  outlook  on  life  forever  afterwards.^  . . . . 
She  had  been  going  around  with  a sturdy,  elean-cut, 
young  lad  from  Sigma  Xu  for  quite  a while  ....  a happy 
couple  ....  she  wore  his  pin  ....  although  he  didn’t  own 
it.  He  was  bringing  her  home  from  the  .social  high  si)ot 
of  the  year,  the  C’alvert  Cotillion  ....  moon,  stars,  and 
all  that  ....  He  looked  deep  into  her  eyes  ....  she  into 
his  ....  “Honey,”  he  whispered  ....  “Yes?”  she  gurgled 
. . . . “Honey,  they  .say  there’s  a pot  of  gold  to  be  found  at 
the  end  of  every  rainbow  ....  and,  C'ecelia,  when  I found 
you,  there  was  no  gold”  ....  Poor,  dear  .Vunt  (’ecelia, 
she  never  got  over  it. 


Son:  “Tomorrow  is  Dad’s  birthday:  what  shall  we  do 
for  him? ” 

Daughter:  “We  might  let  him  have  his  car  for  a 

change.” 


“Has  marriage  changed  him  any?” 

“Oh,  vastly;  why,  he’s  almost  beginning  to  be  like  what 
his  wife  imagined  he  was.” 


IN  THE  RED 

“Mandy,  what.sat  light  shinin’  in  yo’  eyes?” 
“That’s  my  .stop  light,  Rastus.” 


Silence  isn’t  always  golden — .sometimes  it’s  just  plain 
yellow. 


ODE  TO  SENIORS 

I wish  I were  a little  egg 
Away  np  in  a tree 
A-.setting  in  my  little  nest 
As  bad  as  I could  be. 

I wish  that  yon  would  come  along 
And  stand  beneath  that  tree 
Then  I would  up  and  bu.st  my.self. 
And  spatter  thee  with  me. 


II  arry:  “Ah,  there  you  are.  Where  have  you  been 

during  the  last  three  dances?” 

Alma:  “Jimmy  was  .showing  me  some  new  .steps.” 

Hai  ■ry:  “Were  they  very  hard?” 

Alma:  “No.  We  took  some  cushions  along.” 


Teacher  (in  hi.story  cla.ss) : “Johnny,  b)r  whal  was 

bonis  XIV  chiefly  responsible?” 

Johnny  (positively):  “bonis  XV,  ma’am.” 

( (to  Doo. 


“It’s  raining  cats  and  dogs  outside.” 

“I  know,  I just  .stepped  into  a ])oodle.” 

— t (to  Doo. 


Sigma  Nu:  “I’d  like  some  old-fashioned  love.” 
Ditto:  “I'll  introduce  you  to  my  grandmother.” 


Old  Maid:  “Officer,  this  man  tried  to  flirt  with  me.” 
Officer:  “(let  along  buddy.  I won’t  have  any  drunks 
on  my  beat.” 


HObES 


Ever  since  I was  a small  boy,  ankle  high  to  an  amoeba, 
I have  been  troubled  by  one  thing  more  than  others. 
Holes.  In  my  socks.  Yes,  holes,  and  in  my  .socks.  People 
notice  things.  Peoj)le  talk,  too.  They  say  na.sty  things 
about  my  environment.  The  things  people  .say  cut  to  the 
quick.  Right  here.  It  was  wor.se  before  I could  wear 
long  i)ants,  then  I couldn’t  hide  them  even  when  I let  my 
knickers  hang  down,  and  I did  let  my  knickers  hang  down. 


Now  I wear  long  pants,  very  long  pants,  bids  it’s  no 
good,  the  holes  still  show  when  I cross  my  legs.  Sometimes 
I have  to  cross  my  legs,  then  they  show.  Sometimes  when 
I don’t  cro.ss  my  legs  they  show.  People  still  talk.  They 
.say  things  about  my  home  life,  especially  teachers  .say 
things  about  my  home  life.  It  still  hurts.  It  doesn’t 
show,  but  it  hurts.  The  hurt  doesn’t  show,  the  holes 
show,  but  it  hurts. 

I used  to  paint  my  heels  black  so  they  wouldn’t  show. 
Sometimes  the  paint  didn’t  match  the  .socks.  I had  to 
change  my  socks  .sometimes,  but  the  jiaint  didn’t  change  so 
well.  Sometimes  when  I had  to  change  my  socks  the  paint 
didn’t  match.  People  talked.  They  .said  things  about  1 
needed  a woman’s  touch,  but  I didn’t  have  a girl. 

— John  Hell. 
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FEK\  ()I{  and  grandeur  sweep  gallantly  t lirongliont  tlie 
spring  i)lay  season  in  New  York,  liroadway  has  gone 
s(>i)liistieated  in  its  simple  and  nnadnilerati'd  way.  One  of 
\()ltaire's  most  daring  works  has  been  |)iil  into  drama 
under  the  title  Kssal  Siir  I as  Moeurs  ef  I' Esprit  Dcs 
S (if ions,  EJ  Stir  Lcs  Erincipun.v  Edits  Dr  t' Historic  Depiiis 
Chdrionaijnc  Jnsqu'a  Louis  XU  I,  featuring  Jimmy 
Durante,  (’lark  (lable,  Mae  West,  Janet  (ilaynor,  Uin 
Tin  Tin,  and  John  Donne. 

'I'he  plot  of  the  story  deals  with  17th  century  France  and 
the  court  of  Eonis  XIII.  John  Donne,  famous  English 
poet,  has  been  hired  by  Louie  as  a propaganda,  writer. 
The  role  of  Louis  is  played  by  Jimmy  Durante,  while  that 
of  his  wife,  the  former  Marie  la  Toots,  is  taken  by  Janet 
Oaynor.  The  part  of  Ivan  Friedrich  Nietzsche  Schopen- 
hauer Kant  (a  villinous  American  capitalist  trying  to  lend 
money  to  Louis)  is  acted  by  Clark  (iable.  The  plot  is 
thickened  by  adding  three  tablespoon.sfni  of  Sadie  Slapjack, 
played  by  the  petite  and  .scintillating  star  of  .stage  and 
.screen,  Mi.ss  Mae  West.  Voltaire  Vinchell,  special  .seandal- 
•scooper  for  Parisian  Knights,  17th  century  Police  Gazette, 
is  played  by  Hin  Tin  Tin,  who  makes  the  simple.st  pro- 
duction doggy. 

The  play  opens  with  a stirring  .scene  in  the  King's 
kitchen.  The  (^neen,  who  has  had  a Fridig-aire  about  her 
lately,  finds  Louis  playing  ice  man  with  the  maid.  Marie, 
becoming  angry,  throws  a fit  and  .several  strawberry  pies 
which  the  King  intercepts  on  the  button.  He’s  the  goat. 
(Get  it!) 

This  action,  however,  is  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Ivan  Kant,  who.se  presence  is  as  .soothing  upon  Marie  as 
])aregoric.  With  him  is  his  .secretary,  Sadie  Slapjack.  .Vf 
the  .same  time  John  Donne,  an  old  schoolmate  of  Sadie's 
and  Louie's  right  hand  man  enters.  They  are  overjoyed 
at  seeing  one  another  aftei'  so  many  years.  King  Louis, 
infatuated  with  Sadie,  asks  her  to  elop('  with  him,  but  sIk' 
.says  that  she  canteloupe  for  Ivan  would  think  her  a jumk- 
iu  di.seharge  her  from  his  .services.  VOltaire  \ inehell  who 
has  been  sniffing  around  overhears  their  eonver.sation  and 
smears  it  in  the  headlines.  Louis,  ashamed  of  himself, 
goes  to  Marie  to  apoligize  only  to  learn  that  she  has 
eloped  with  Ivan,  and  they  have  started  for  his  summer 
castle  in  Ru.ssia.  This  dramatic  situation  closes  the 
first  act. 

'I'he  .second  act  opens  in  Ivan's  castle,  (!ohen's  Haven, 


Kussia.  X dinner  )>arty  is  being  held  in  honor  of  the 
American  Liberty  la'agne.  .HI  of  a sudden  there  is  a loud 
commotion  heard  off  stage  and  a group  of  Ku.ssian  soldiers 
bring  in  John  Donne.  When  (piestioning  him,  Ivan  learns 
that  the  Englishman  has  come  to  take  Marie  back  to  her 
husband.  He  itniiK'diately  orders  that  John  is  to  lx* 
toast('d  to  a frazzle  and  a fir<‘  is  built  on  the  stage.  Marie, 
on  bended  knees,  i)leads  with  Ivan  to  s|)are  her  John  but 
the  obstinate  villian  becomes  enraged  and  orders  her  to  be 
executed  also.  'I'he  Ru.ssians  prepare  for  a hot  tini(‘.  .\s 
the  two  victims  are  about  to  be  executed  a trumped  is 
heard  off  .stage  (played,  of  course,  by  a IJiiiou  man),  and  a 
huge  French  army  under  the  leadership  of  Louis  and  Sadie 
ea|)ture  the  ca.stle.  Louis  forgives  Marie  and  they  become 
reconciled  while  John  marries  Sadie.  Ivan,  placed  in  a 
dark  dungeon  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  .still  claims  that  Sadie 
Donne  him  wrong. 

Other  sure-fire  Broadway  hits  are:  The  Cat  And  The 

Eiddte  featuring  Beatrice  Lille  and  Hubinotf;  linrpa  The 
liar  Maui  by  Horatio  Alger,  starring  Ben  Bernie;  The 
Si/nare  Circte,  a moderni.stic  view  of  life  in  Washington 
with  the  comedy  team  of  Long  and  Richberg;  and  The 
Cootie  Of  19S5,  a modern  military  musical  comedy  which 
we  might  say  is  up  to  scratch.  'I'liis  production  has  a lot 
of  in.seets  aj)j)eal.  The  hit  number  of  the  play  is  Lonsg 
River. 


I took  her  to  a night  club, 

I took  her  to  a show. 

I took  her  almost  everywhere 
A girl  and  boy  could  go. 

I took  her  to  swell  dances, 

1 took  her  out  to  tea; 

When  all  my  dough  was  gone  I saw 
She  had  been  taking  me. 


“'rids  butter  is  .so  strong  it  could  walk  over  and  insult 
the  coffee.” 

“Yes,  and  the  coffee  is  .so  weak  it  wonidn't  resi.st  it.” 


When  the  clock  struck  the  nnduight  hour,  father  came 
to  the  head  of  the  stairs  and  in  a rather  bold  tone  of  voice 
.said:  “VOnng  man,  is  your  self-.starter  out  of  order 

loidght  P ” 

“It  doesn't  matter,”  retorted  the  young  man,  “as  long 
as  there's  a crank  in  the  hou.se.  ’ 


F ourleen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


By  George  Fogg 


The  young  woman  who  retired  to  the  platform  of  the 
car  to  take  a smoke  returned  to  her  seat  to  find  a neat 
little  card  saying  “Women  who  smoke  are  unfit  to  be 
mothers.”  This  w'as  the  work  of  George  Brush,  the  23  year 
old  hero  of  Heaven  s My  Destination,  Thornton  Wilder's 
latest. 

The  author  of  The  Bridge  of  San  Luis  Bey,  The  Cabala, 
and  other  plays  and  novels  has  made  this  story  about  the 
world’s  champion  prig.  His  work  was  travelling  about  the 
southwest  United  States  selling  textbooks.  He  frequently 
told  j)eople  that  he  had  a four-year  college  training  and  a 
very  difficult  religious  conversion,  consequently  his  ideas 
were  not  on  the  common  plane.  He  was  seldom  arrogant, 
though. 

He  did,  however,  think  it  his  duty  to  evangelize  the 
people  he  met  as  he  went  about  the  country.  He  always 
knelt  before  his  berth  in  the  Pullman  car  and  said  his 
prayers,  he  frequently  wrote  biblical  verses  on  hotel 
blotters,  and  engaged  in  argument  with  anyone  he  could 
com|)el  to  li.sten  to  him. 

(’onvinced  that  allowing  his  money  to  draw  interest  was 
immoral,  he  went  to  the  little  bank  in  which  he  had  $500 
and  withdrew  the  principal  without  touching  the  interest. 
In  his  argument  over  the  immorality  of  interest  he  some- 
how created  the  impression  that  the  bank  was  weak. 
There  was  a run  on  the  bank  and  he  narrowly  escaped  jail. 

His  extremely  logical  views  of  his  own  place  in  the 
world  cau.sed  him  to  take  a vow  of  voluntary  poverty.  He 
spent  or  gave  away  his  $500  and  from  then  on,  whenever 
he  got  his  month’s  pay  check  he  immediately  gave  away 
all  the  money  left  over  from  the  previous  month. 

He  had  a splendid  tenor  voice  which  had  brought  him 
numerous  offers  from  organizations  and  radio  stations,  but 
since  he  did  not  want  the  additional  money,  and  preferred 
to  sell  textbooks  he  would  sing  only  for  churches  in  the 
towns  where  he  happened  to  be  on  Sunday,  and  he  would 
never  charge  them  for  his  effort. 

Because  of  his  voice  he  was  welcome  to  a group  of  three 
other  and  cpiite  different  young  men  in  Kansas  City  who 
liked  to  sing  with  him.  Once  while  visiting  them  he 
became  slightly  ill.  Taking  advantage  of  their  opportunity. 


his  companions  compelled  him  to  hold  his  nose  and  take 
.some  medicine,  which  ])roved  to  be  an  enormous  quantity 
of  liquor.  When  his  landlady  told  him  he  was  drunk  he 
said  “Anyway,  I can’t  just  .stand  here  and  be  drunk.  Now 
it’s  done  it  can’t  be  helped.  I’m  even  glad  it  happened,  .so 
long  as  it  was  accidental  like  this.” 

Finally  he  decided  to  imitate  Ghandi  and  have  one  day  of 
silence  a week.  This,  and  a social  experiment  with  a hold- 
up man,  got  him  in  prison  again.  His  logical,  but  unor- 
thodox, arguments  caused  the  judge  to  ask  him  to  get  out 
of  town  before  he  uj)set  the  place  further. 

He  eventually  married,  became  a father  and  had  an 
“American  home”  over  a drug  store.  To  keep  his  wife  he 
decided  to  unbend,  to  take  up  smoking,  to  enjoy  movies 
and  the  other  privileges  of  a travelling  salesman  on  an 
expense  account,  and  generally  to  try  to  be  as  others. 
This  made  him  sick  and  when  he  recovered  he  was  back  at 
his  old  character,  ])rayers,  cards,  and  all. 

Thornton  Wilder  calmly  quoted  his  own  ]\  oman  of 
Andros  in  the  spot  on  the  title  page  where  more  modest 
authors  quote  the  cla.ssics.  His  explanatory  quotation  is 
“Of  all  the  forms  of  genius,  goodness  has  the  longest 
awkward  age.”  The  title  of  the  book  comes,  he  explains, 
from  a doggerel  which  the  children  of  the  middle  we.st 
write  in  their  books: 

“(feorge  Brusli  is  my  name; 

America’s  my  nation; 

Ludington’s  my  dwelling-place; 

Heaven’s  my  destination.” 

It's  difficult  to  .say  exactly  what  the  author  thinks  he  has 
done  with  this  story;  the  nearest  guess  is  that  he  is  building 
up  for  hini.self  the  reputation  of  an  .Vnierican  G.  K. 
Chesterton.  This  story  is  .somewhat  like  Manalive  in  its 
logic  and  much  ea.sier  to  read. 

The  author  of  The  Art  of  Being  a U'onian  lias  continued 
her  gospel  in  Women  on  Their  Own — invaluable  for  coeds. 

Cornelius  ^'anderbilt  must  be  luimiliated  to  discover 
that  his  socialistic  Farewell  to  Fifth  Avenue  is  having  its 
greatest  sale  in  conservative  Atlanta. 
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A PARABLE 


Once  upon  a time  a man  wished  to  go  into  the  cattle  business.  His  sole  assets  consisted  of  but  one  small 
shack  of  a barn,  a small  piece  of  scrubby  pasture,  one  cow,  and  one  bull.  But  these  last  were  full-blooded 
aristocrats  who  had  won  many  blue  ribbons,  and  that  was  most  important. 

d'he  offspring  of  two  such  magnificent  animals  naturally  surpassed  even  them,  and  brought  a great  deal 
of  praise  to  their  owner.  Some  he  sold  for  fabulous  sums,  with  which  he  built  palatial  barns  and  bought  large 
tracts  of  green  meadows  in  which  his  cattle  might  run  and  grow  strong;  the  others  he  kept  in  order  to  carry  on 
the  breed.  These  in  turn  had  offspring,  most  of  which  he  sold,  but  again  keeping  some  which  he  bred  with 
each  other,  and  so  on. 

.A  few  years  later,  however,  this  man  was  greatly  alarmed  to  find  that  his  cattle  no  longer  commanded 
the  best  prices.  On  going  out  to  his  corrals,  he  observed  that  some  were  lean  and  scrawny,  some  were  lazy  and 
bloated,  and  none  were  the  beautiful  animals  that  their  ancestors  had  been.  Finally  he  learned  that  he  had 
ruined  his  stock  through  inbreeding  ....  that  the  fine  hereditary  characteristics  of  his  cattle  had  all  but  disap- 
peared— somewhat  like  the  snake  who  fed  upon  his  own  tail.  Too  late  he  learned  that  the  only  way  to  cultivate 
good  stock  is  to  constantly  bring  in  new,  fresh  blood. 

Likewise,  we  observe  that  there  is  an  unusual  number  of  young  instructors  at  this  institution  who 
are  graduates  of  the  LIniversity  of  Maryland.  It  is  a well-known  law  of  physics  that  one  never  gets  quite  as 
much  out  of  a machine  as  he  puts  into  it  because  of  friction  and  other  losses,  and  to  try  to  man  the  faculty  of  a 
university  with  its  own  graduates  is  like  hooking  up  an  electric  motor  to  a generator  and  letting  each  run  the 
other. 

'Fhere  is  certainly  no  stigma  attached  to  being  a Maryland  graduate,  but  none  should  be  jiermitted  to 
teach  here  until  he  has  had  at  least  a year  of  graduate  study  at  some  other  institution,  where  he  may  be  exposed 
to  new  ideas,  new  environment,  and  new  teaching  methods.  .After  all,  the  first  principle  in  education  is  that 
the  teacher  must  know  more  than  the  pupil. 
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Seventeen 


Ether  Tliiix 
Or  That 

Bn  Bob  Litsc  iiekt 


SPRING — Birds  mating — couples  cooeing  and  debating 
— Bock  beer  and  green  onions  blending  their  odors  in 
perfect  harmony — Latest  rumors  say  that  Earnestine 
Gardner  and  Fenton  Froom  are  jjlanning  to  middle  aisle  it 
soon — Frank  Parker  and  “hig  moment"  Dorothy  Martin 
are  pricing  furniture — Ozzie  Nelson  is  becoming  more 
hilarious  over  Harriet — Our  New  York  stooge  tells  us  that 
the  chorus  boys  at  the  (\isino  de  Paree  are  becoming  so 
masculine  that  they're  beginning  to  make  the  girls  look 
like  sissies. 

Johnny  Bourke,  the  big-band  man  of  IVIaryland,  brings 
one  of  Broadway’s  favorite  aggregations  to  the  campus  on 
A])ril  12,  when  Gene  Kardos  and  his  “mad-musicians” 
will  burn  down  the  decorations  of  the  Easter  Rossbourg 
with  their  “red  hot’’  rhythms.  Kardos,  who  was  featured 
last  year  at  the  Roseland,  has  one  of  the  country’s  foremost 
radio  and  recording  bands,  and  if  they  measure  uj)  to 
ex])ectations,  will  be  one  of  the  classie.st  organizations 
heard  on  the  Hill  lately. 

Quite  a fairy  tale  has  grown  up  around  the  somewhat 
over-played  “Isle  of  Capri"  because  of  its  relation  with 
that  mid-Mediterranean  rendevous.  The  song,  however, 
was  first  brought  over  from  Spain  by  Xavier  Cugat  who 
tried  desperately  to  have  it  j)nblished,  but  was  scorned  by 
the  “big  shots”  who  claimed  it  would  never  go  over. 
Cugat  featured  the  song  on  his  own  jjrograms,  made  a 
success  of  it,  and  stung  the  i)ublishers  plenty  when  they 
begged  to  buy  it. 

Ill  a recent  radio  jioll  for  the  most  jiopular  orche.stra, 
Wayne  King  took  the  blue  ribbon.  Ray  Noble,  the  so- 
called  popular  Englishman,  came  in  fifty-fifth  getting 
fewer  votes  than  either  the  Marine  Band  or  the  Detroit 
Symphony.  Glen  Gray  rated  11th,  Ozzie  Nelson  13th, 
George  Hall  35th,  Freddie  Martin  51st,  and  Lenny 
Hayton  took  the  booby  prize  coming  in  (iOth.  Yet  some 
jieojile  say  that  the  jiublic  is  always  right. 

Among  the  performers.  Jack  Benny  won  a well  deserved 
first  jilace  with  Joe  Penner  second.  Bing  (h-osby  was 
rated  4th,  Fred  Allen  6th,  Ed.  Wynn  9th,  Rudy  Yalee  15th, 
Loretta  Lee  29th,  and  Little  Jack  Little  46th. 

Rudy  Yalee’s  Yariety  Hour  was  voted  the  most  popular 
musical  program,  but  Jack  Benny  ran  a clo.se  second.  The 
Caravan  was  15th,  Lombardo-land  16th,  Let’s  Dance  30th, 
and  Joe  Penner  60th. 


'I'he  favorite  dramatic  program  was  One  Man’s  Pamily; 
the  favorite  team,  .Vinos  and  .Vndy;  tin*  favoriti*  an- 
nouncer, Jimmy  Wallinglon. 


Ether  Items 

Ozzie  Nelson  has  refu.sed  several  movie  contracts 
becan.se  none  of  the  offers  made  have  included  Harriet 
Hilliard — Phil  Harris  has  signed  with  Columbia  and  is 
reorganizing  his  band,  and  Leah — Jack  Benny  will  again 
face  the  footlights  as  he  is  planning  a musical  comedy  for 
this  fall — John  S.  Young,  NBC  .staff  announcer,  is  offering 
a public  speaking  course  at  N.  Y.  U. — Jane  Froman’s  first 
screen  te.st  was  unsuccessful  because  of  her  .stuttering  too 
much — Stanley  Dennis,  who  slaps  a mean  ba.ss  for  the 
Casa  Loma  boys,  speaks  fluent  Polish  and  at  one  time 
worked  as  a court  interpreter — Grady  Watts,  the  mean 
second  trumpet  jilayer  of  that  same  crew,  is  a Sigma  Nu 
from  Oklahoma  U.,  and  the  only  fraternity  man  in  the 
organization. — Since  Alabama’s  recent  swing  back  to 
prohibition,  we  believe  that  they  should  make  their  new 
theme  song  Bars  Fell  In  Alabama. — So  what? 


A colored  Methodist  preacher  was  be.seeching  his  flock 
to  join  the  army  of  the  Lord.  After  a prolonged  harangue, 
he  was  interrujfied  by  a brother  who  was  a .stranger  to  the 
church. 

“I  belongs  to  de  army  ob  de  Lawd,”  he  .said  i)ridefully. 

“What  denumeration  is  you,  brother  worshij)per? ” 

“I  is  a Bapti.st.” 

“You  ain’t  in  de  army,  my  son,”  .said  the  j)ar.son,  “you 
is  in  de  navy.” 


“ The  Diamondback" 
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Spring  Comes” 


Now  that  tl  le  first  harbingers  of 
Spring,  the  white  suede  shoes, 
have  definitely  returned  to  the  campus, 
we  can  expect  tlie  animal  spring  routine 
to  commence.  Classroom  windows, 
.stuck  fa.st  after  a winter  of  disn.se,  will 
be  pried  open  once  again.  Students, 
gazing  abstractly  into  space,  will  find 
their  pencils  uncon.seiously  digging 
initials  into  the  battered  desk-tops. 
Profes.sors,  striving  desperately  to  gain 
the  attention  of  an  nnhearing,  un- 
seeing audience,  eventually  will  snc- 
cunib  to  the  enervating  spell  of  the 
weather,  and  forgetting  (piizzes  and 


homework  a.ssignments,  mumble  di.s- 
eonneetedly  on,  thinking  of  the  .sea.son 
and  of  the  rent. 

The  .stejis  of  the  Library,  de.serted 
for  many  months,  again  will  be  dotted 
with  oblivious  conjiles,  conversing 
.softly.  Parties  of  engineers  will  re- 
commence their  interminable  ta.sk  of 
surveying  the  camjnis.  The  Student 
Center,  placid  and  somnolent,  will 
drow.se  on,  its  (juiet  broken  only  by  an 
occasional  outburst  of  typing,  and  a 
distant  .sax  from  Silve.ster  Hall.  Cam- 
I)iis  sweethearts,  hand  in  hand,  will 
wander  further  afield  than  before. 


Books  will  be  forgotten;  and  amateur 
bards  will  try  their  hand  at  lyric 
poetry. 

The  lacros.se,  track,  and  baseball 
teams  will  be  .seen  on  the  fields,  the 
players  valiantly  resi.sting  the  temp- 
tation to  sleej).  The  tennis  courts 
will  be  rolled  and  lined.  The  fir-st 
tennis  j)layers  will  show  up  on  the 
courts  and  bat  the  ball  around  care- 
le.s.sly,  lazily.  The  faculty  members 
will  appear  in  class  in  light  suits,  thus 
making  official  the  arrival  of  Spring. 

Two  days  later  it  will  snow. 


So  they  named  the  baby  “Weather  Stri])”  because  he 
kept  father  out  of  the  draft  during  the  war. 


.VOPi;  “Now  I know  why  we  women  are  called  birds.” 
Phi  Sig:  “Beean.se  you're  always  chattering?” 

.VOPi:  “No,  becan.se  of  the  worms  we  pick  np.” 


Lovers,  like  armies,  get  along  beautifully  until  engaged. 


The  old  fellow,  showing  the  touri.sts  through  the  relies, 
stojjped  in  front  of  the  portrait  of  a hor.se. 

“This,”  he  said,  “is  the  horse  mentioned  in  Shakes- 
l)eare’s  ‘ King  Richard’.  ” 

“I  beg  your  pardon,”  corrected  a precise  voice  from  the 
audience,  “but  King  Richard  merely  wished  for  a hor.se.” 

“Quite  .so,  lady,  (piite  .so.  This  is  the  horse  he  wished 
for.” 

— Chaparral. 


.Vge  (!:  Boy  pulls  girl's  hair. 

.Vge  10:  Boy  teases  girl  at  recess. 

.Vge  1(5:  Boy  leaves  girl  flat  at  high  .school  dance. 

Vge  'I'-l-.  (lirl  gets  even — marries  boy. 

— Shakespeare. 


He  never  had  dated 

He  never  had  wed 

He  hardly  would  sj)cak  to  a fern 

But  he  followed  the  hosiery  and  lingerie  ads 

Vnd  he  learned  about  women  from  them. 


De  .VR  D ,\D : 

H ave  decided  to  join  Sigma  Nu,  your  old  fraternity. 
The  boys  have  possibilities,  and  they  have  j)lans  all  made 
for  a new  hon.se  that  will  be  the  be.st  on  the  campus. 

Love, 

JrxioR. 

Dear  Son: 

(ilad  yon  liked  my  fraternity.  Grandfather  drew  those 
])lans  when  he  was  in  the  chapter  there,  so  yon  can  be  sure 
that  the  hou.se  will  be  a good  one. 

Love, 

Dad. 


His  wife  lay  on  her  deathbed.  She  j)leaded:  “John,  I 
want  you  to  make  me  one  promise.”  He  thought  he  might 
as  well  give  in;  after  all,  she  was  dying.  She  continued: 
“Will  you  ride  in  the  same  car  with  IVIother  to  my  funeral?” 
He  sighed:  ().  K.  I’ll  keep  my  promi.se,  but  it’s  going  to 
s])oil  my  whole  day!” 


Headline; 

WIFE  SUES  (bVRTER  MAGNATE: 
GHARG.ES  NON-SITPORT 

— Chaparral. 

Matsuo  Seshu,  Japaiie.se  contributor,  iire.sents  this 
touching  example  of  his  native  poetry: 

Still  jiool  of  my  thoughts, 

I plunge  to  bathe. 

But  crack  head  on  shallow  bottom. 


So  a pipe  tobacco  needs 

BOTH 

mildness  and  flavor 

There  are  a lot  of  one-armed 
pipe  tobaccos  on  the  market. 
One  gives  you  the  tobacco  flavor 
you  want — but  it’s  strong.  Another 
gives  you  mildness  that  lets  you 
smoke  as  much  as  you  want — but 
it’s  tasteless. 

Buy  a can  of  Edgeworth  today 
and  find  out  for  yourself  that 


there  is  one  pipe  tobacco  that  has 
BOTH  mildness  AND  flavor. 

How  do  we  do  it? 

This  way:  First,  we  use  the  best 


pipe  tobacco  that’s  grown.  That 
gives  the  rich  tobacco  flavor  that 
every  pipe  smoker  loves.  Second, 
we  use  only  the  tender  leaves.  That 
gives  mildness. 

★ ★ ★ 

Edgeworth  is  made  for  pipes — and  pipes 
alone.  That  is  why  it  is  a better  pipe  to- 
bacco— and  why  many  smokers  say  that 
Edgeworth’s  long-burning  qualities  make 
it  cost  less  than  cheap  tobacco.  They  get 
more  smoking  hours  per  tin. 

Buy  Edgeworth  today  and  enjoy  mild- 
ness plus  flavor  plus  economy!  It  is  made 
and  guaranteed  by  Larus  8s  Brother  Co., 
Richmond,  Va.,  Tobacconists  since  1877. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS  BOTH  MILDNESS  AND  FLAVOR 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


YE  ENGINEERING  PRIMER 

So  M any  of  Our  Young  Engineers  Complaine  d that  the  OLD  LINE  was 
too  Highh  row  for  Th  em  that  We  H erewith  Present  this  Page, 
Calculated  Both  to  Amuse  and  Instruct  Them. 


Enyineering  Terms  Simplified 

I U ■ ■ - 


PHYSICS  TERMS  MADE  EASY 

Atom — Tlie  first  man. 

Beaker — Larger. 

Convection — Cake  or  candy. 

Induction — Method  of  getting  acquainted. 

Ion — Heavy  metal  found  in  raisins. 

Manual — Common  Spanish  name. 

Molar  Solution — Listerine. 

Secant — l/CO  of  a minute. 

Sine — A notice. 

Tangent — An  Ethiopian. 


PHYSICAL  RESEARCH 


Many  of  our  young  engineers  are  .spending  a lot  of 
their  time  tinkering  with  misses  in  their  motors. 


(So  you  see  that  even  the  jokes  have  been  selected  with  especial 
regard  for  the  intellectual  level  and  innocence  of  the  lads) 


Darwin's  theory  made  easy  for  the  Engineer,  in  three  simple  steps  (left  to  right) 


T H K ()  L 1)  LIN  E 


Twenty-one 


Tiiii:  miw  ijxii: 


lACKOSSE  SIMI’UI'IEI) 


{('oniinncd  from  jxiyc  d) 

chicken,”  as  a Icnn  of  o])])rol)rium.  We’ll  lake  a \viiif>', 
thank  yon. 

. . . Sheep’s  clothing  for  the  ivoljdt  the  door. 

INDKiENT  .students  on  the  Pacific  (’oast  have  at  last 
found  a use  for  their  diplomas,  and  what’s  more,  they 
make  them  pay — which  is  turning  the  tables  in  a big  way, 
if  yon  ask  ns. 

Armed  with  their  sheejxskins,  they  invade  the  reading 
departments  of  the  Hollywood  .studios  and  offer  them.selves 
as  expert  literary  men — that  1)  in  Freshman  English 
notwith.standing.  Impre.s.sed  by  the  diploma,  one  of  the 
.secretaries  often  tosses  them  a mansncrijd  to  take  home 
and  read,  with  instructions  and  a five-dollar  note  to  draft 
a brief  .synopsis  of  the  highlights. 

Several  of  the  lads  claim  that  the  gag  not  only  keei>s 
them  from  .starving,  but  furnishes  a few  smokes  as  well. 


l,acrosse  lakes  its  name  from  Ihe  l‘'rench  words  “La 
crosse,”  meaning  the  cross,  d'liis  name  was  given  the  s|)orl 
becau.se  it  is  a cro.ss  between  bnll-fight ing,  ice  hockey,  and 
rugby.  Lacro.s.se  is  played  by  two  teams,  with  ten  men  on 
each  side  at  the  beginning  of  the  game,  and  an  average  of 
three  ])er  side  at  the  finish.  'I'he  object  of  the  game  is  to 
kill,  or  otherwi.se  inca])acitate,  the  members  of  the  o[)|)osing 
team.  For  this  j)ur])o.se  clubs  arc  furnished  each  |)layer. 
Incidentally,  the.se  clubs  are  .so  made  that  a ball  may  be 
caught  and  thrown  with  them.  This  ball  is  used  simi)ly  to 
make  the  game  more  interesting,  since  the  person  in  pos- 


Then  there  is  the  fellow  who  lives  on  the  fat  of  the  land — 
the  girdle  manufacturer. 


— Punch  Howl. 


.se.ssion  of  the  ball  may  be  .socked  at  will  by  his  opponents. 
If  one  player  in  any  way  interferes  with  another  player 
who  is  trying  to  hit  him,  a fonl  is  declared,  and  the  at- 
tacking player  is  given  three  free  blows.  The  team  which 
does  the  mo.st  damage  to  the  other  is  usually  the  winning 
team,  points  being  awarded  on  the  following  basis: 


LIFE  BECHXS  AT  SEVENTY 
E.vcerpt  from  The  Golden  Book 

Between  the  ages  of  70  and  83  Commodore  Vanderbilt 
added  about  100  millions  to  his  fortune. 

Kant  at  74  wrote  his  Anthropology,  Metaphy.'iic.s-  of 
Ethics  and  Strife  of  the  E acuities. 

Tintoretto  at  74  painted  the  vast  Paradise,  a canvas 
74  feet  by  30. 

Verdi  at  74  produced  his  ma.sterj)iece  (Hello;  at  80, 
Ealstajf  and  at  8.5  the  famous  Ave  Maria,  Stabat  Mater  and 
Te  Deum. 

Lamarck  at  78  completed  his  great  zoological  work. 
The  Natural  II i, story  of  the  Invertebrates. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  at  79  wrote  Over  the  Teacups. 

(’ato  at  80  began  the  study  of  Greek. 

Goethe  at  80  completed  Eaust. 

Tennyson  at  83  wrote  Cro.ssiug  the  Bar. 

Titian  at  98  painted  his  hi.storic  picture  of  the  Battle 
of  Lepanto. 


Broken  ankle 1 |)oint 

Broken  no.se '■i  points 

Broken  arm  or  leg 3 [)oints 

Broken  neck f points 


“ I’m  losing  my  i)nnch,”  she  .said  as  she  left  the  party  in 
hurry. 

— U ant ]> us. 


Here  lies  the  body  of  Susan  Jones, 

Resting  beneath  lho.se  polished  stones. 

Her  name  was  Brown  instead  of  Jones, 

But  Brown  won’t  rhyme  with  polished  stones. 
And  she  won’t  know  if  it’s  Brown  or  Jones. 


Twenty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


“The  says  the  do<f  lover,  “often  fills  an  aching 

void.’’  This  is  especially  true  of  the  hot  dog. 


“My  boy,”  said  the  magnate  to  his  son,  “there  are  two 
things  that  are  vitally  nece.s.sary  if  yon  are  to  succeed  in 
business.” 

“What  are  they,  dad.^” 

“Honesty  and  sagacity.” 

“What  is  honesty.^” 

“Alw'ay.s — no  matter  what  hapj)ens  or  how  adversely 
it  may  affect  you — always  keej)  your  word  once  you  have 
given  it.” 

“And  .sagacity.^” 

“ Never  give  it.” 


The  average  man,  we  are  told,  works  one  day  a week  for 
the  (government — unle.ss,  of  cour.se,  he  is  on  the  (Jovern- 
ment  pay  roll. 


lemtne  out  at  the  ue.r'  stop,  willya?  I thought  this 
was  a lunsh  wagon.'' 


“Jack  is  so  original.  He  says  things  to  me  that  nobody 
else  would  dream  of  .saying.” 

“What  has  he  been  uj)  to  now — asking  you  to  marry 
him?” 


“I  had  the  right  of  way  when  this  man  ran  into  me,  yet 
you  say  I was  to  blame.” 

“You  certainly  were.” 

“Why?” 

Becau.se  his  father  is  mayor,  his  brother  is  chief  of 
police,  and  I’m  engaged  to  his  sister.” 


“What  cau.sed  the  explosion  at  your  hou.se?” 
“Powder  oii  my  coat  sleeve.” 


l.st  Hunter:  “That  you,  Bill?” 
^nd  Hunter:  “Aeah.” 

First:  “You  all  right?” 

Second:  “Yeah.  Why?” 

First : “Then  I just  shot  a bear.” 


The  teacher  was  testing  the  knowledge  of  the  kinder- 
garten class.  Slapping  a half  dollar  on  the  desk,  she  asked 
sharply,  “What  is  that?”  Instantly  a voice  from  the 
back  row  said,  “Tails!” 


SOME  DEFINITIONS 

Ingrate,  n.  One  who  receives  a benefit  from  another,  oi- 
ls otherwi.se  an  object  of  charity. 


.V  philo.sopher  is  one  who  can't  enjoy  life  for  wondering 
about  it. 


Imagination — the  rich-colored  chry.santhemum  of  the 
intellectual  parterre. 


Deeds — caricatures  of  our  thoughts. 


I ) ES  E R E EX  EM  PT I ( )X 

I t all's  pro])o.sed  tax  ou  uumarried  men  e.xempts 
widowers.  Presumably  iii  the  theory  that  they  have 
suffered  enough. 


T II  K ()  L I)  L I N E 


'J'lrenlij-threc 


'‘My  word!  I believe  they  piled  if  hiyher  than  / did  this  semester!" 


( HEAP  NOISE 

A Maryland  packing  hon.se  has  startled  the  market  with 
a line  of  .'5-cent  .soups;  obvion.sly,  a merchandising  ex))cri- 
nicnt  that  will  he  heard  from. 


Friend:  “Why  have  you  given  the  general  such  a 

pecidiar  j)0.se?  ” 

Sculjjtor:  “You  .see,  it  was  started  as  an  e(|uestrian 

statue,  and  then  the  committee  found  they  coiddn't 
afford  the  horse.” 


ALSO  Ills  ,V(;E 

Some  indications  of  a man’s  character  can  he  told  hy 
noticing  whether  or  not  he  turns  off  the  radio  when  the 
crooner  starts  in  on  “Sally  Hand  lias  Lo.st  Her  Fan.” 


(’op  (excitedly):  “Hey,  Chief,  someone  ju.st  shot  the 

chairman  of  the  Junior  Prom!” 

(’hief  (wearily):  “Just  goes  to  prove  that  crime  never 

pays.” 


Twenty-four 


THE  OLD  LINE 


“That  reminds  me,  did  you  ever  get  near  Florence?" 


W1  licli  is  the  more  imjjortant  to  a 
mail,  his  wife  or  liis  trousers? 

AVell,  tliere’s  a lot  of  plaees  a man 
ean  go  without  his  wife. 


lie;  “I  don't  see  iiuieli  dilfereiiee  in 
wrestling  and  dancing.” 

She:  “I  do.  In  wrestling  .some 

holds  are  barred.” 


The  average  eo-ed  thinks  a flat  tire 
is  all  right  if  he  has  the  jack. 


Bum:  “Say,  buddy,  could  you  let 

me  have  a dime  for  a cup  of  coffee?” 

W ise  iVIaii;  “A  dime?  I thought 
coffee  was  only  a nickel.” 

Bum:  “I  know,  but  I gotta  date.” 
— Widow. 


Breathes  there  a man  with  soul  .so  dead 
Who  never  to  himself  has  said. 

As  he  biimjied  his  toe  against  the  bed, 

()!![]. 


Woman  fin  crowded  car,  to  her  friend);  “I  wi.sh  that 
good-looking  man  would  give  me  his  seat.” 

Five  men  .stood  up. 


“Did  you  hear  the  music  on  the  front  porch  last  night?” 
(jiieried  a boarder  of  a lioarder. 

“Music?  All  I heard  was  a dock  of  women  talking 
about  their  operations.” 

“That’s  what  I mean — the  organ  recital.” 


Dorothy;  “Did  I hear  you  say  you’re  a track  man?” 
Henry:  “Am  I?  Why,  I’ve  got  bruises  all  over  my 

chest  from  breaking  tajies!” 


If  all  students  who  slept  in  class  were  jilaeed  end  to  end 
Ihey  would  be  much  more  comfortable. 


Ernie;  “My  uncle  ean  ])lay  the  j)iano  by  ear.” 
(birney:  “That’s  nothing.  My  uncle  fiddles  with  his 
whiskers.” 


AND  DEATH  LAUGHS 

Darkne.ss,  tike  a grim  black  shroud,  enveloj)ed  all.  The 
air  was  foul.  Everywhere  was  the  rancid  odor  of  slowly 
rotting  vegetation.  Blood  oozed  from  the  raw  desh  of  the 
thing  that  once  had  lived,  but  breathed  no  more.  The 
humid  air  chilled  to  the  bone  as  the  blood  lay  in  widening 
])ools  of  putrefaction.  Long,  wilted  green  things  that 
might  once  have  pas.sed  as  living  vegetation  were  tinged 
with  the  brownish  red  of  the  life  duid  of  the  thing.  Life 
was  gone — death  reigned.  One  grim  sound  broke  the 
silence  with  monotonous  regularity.  The  cea.seless  drij), 
drip,  dri])  of  water  became  a furiously  jmuudiug  trij)- 
hammer  ])laying  the  dirge  of  death.  The  darkness  became 
more  intense — and  .still  there  was  that  silence  broken  oidy 
by  that  drip,  drip,  drij).  That  water — won’t  it  ever  eea.se? 

Then  it  hai)i)ened.  A l)linding  dash  of  light  ])ierced  the 
darkness,  snatching  away  the  shroud  of  blaekue.ss.  God 
had  let  the  light  of  his  .smile  into  this  awful  forsaken  ])laee. 

The  ice  man  had  ju.st  o])ened  the  icebox. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


T II  K ()  L I)  L I \ K 


si'DDKX  Tiior(;nT 

Ever  meet  a ])lastered  saint  ? 

— l{r<l  ('at. 


My  room-mate  made  iiuiuiries 
About  my  sweetheart,  Bess; 

He  asked  me:  “Is  she  a nice  f>irl?” 

And  I answered  “ Moraless.” 


lAitil  tlie  advent  of  firearms  many 
weddings  were  the  case  of  beau  and 
error. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


“This  certaiidy  is  a nniciue  town.” 
“Aeah,  from  tlie  Frencli  ‘une’  for 
one  and  the  Latin  ‘ecius’  for  horse.” 


Girls  may  tip  the  .soda  clerk  a wink, 
.\nd  never  have  to  i)ay; 

But  they  .seldom  try  to  tip  the 
Pullman  Porter  thataway. 

Her  lijjs  clung  tenaeionsly  to  his. 
She  forgot  to  remove  her  chewing  gum. 

— U^idow. 


Senior:  “Here's  a mug  I want 

engraved.” 

Jeweler:  “Sorry,  the  barber  shop's 
across  the  .street.” 


“So  the  saxophonist  next  door  is 
dead — do  you  miss  him?” 

“I  used  to,  but  boy,  I sure  didn't 
that  last  time.” 


Suitors  should  go  to  M iss. 

Singers  should  go  to  La. 

Miners  should  go  to  Ore. 

.\.ndy  Gum])  fans  shoidd  to  to  Minn. 
Laundre.s.ses  should  go  to  Wash. 
Sighers  should  go  to  (). 

Prayers  should  go  to  Mass. 

Doctors  shoidd  go  to  Md. 

Writers  should  go  to  Penu. 

Fhmkers  should  go  to  (’onii. 

Babies  should  go  to  Ga. 

Invalids  should  go  to  111. 
h^armers  should  go  to  IMo. 

Suckers  should  go  to  Tex. 

('ounters  should  go  to  Tenn. 
Republicans  should  go  to  ('al. 

Debtors  should  come  to  ME.! 

— U’l.'icon.sun  Octopu.s-. 


Susie:  “I  went  out  for  a ride  la.st 

night  with  a .sailor.” 

Sarah:  “Where  did  he  hail  from?” 

Susie:  “From  the  cute.st  little 

roadster  you  ever  saw.” 


Solomon's  777th  wife:  “Say,  Sol, 

are  you  really  in  love  with  me?” 

Solomon:  “Darling,  you  are  one  in 
a thou.sand.” 


(Whisj)ered  voice  of  a man  at  the 
doctor's  door — Man  with  very  .sore 
throat):  “Is  Dr.  Smith  in?” 

Xur.se  (within):  “No.  (’ome  on  in.” 


Grand])a:  “In  my  day,  my  dear, 

young  ladies  knew  how  to  blush.” 

Modern  Miss:  “Really?  Do  tell 

me  what  you  told  them!” 


WHEN  A SMELLER 

/ /^-  A ^ I 

NEEDS^AiFRIEND/ 


The  hound’s  nose  was  keen  and  alert 
The  hunter’s  pipe  was  strong  and 
neglected.  So  the  rahhit  trotted  safely 
back  to  his  home  and  missus. 

A few  pipe  cleaners  and  a tin  of  mild, 
fragrant  tobacco  like  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
would  have  put  a happier  ending  to  the 
hunt.  Sir  Walter’s  an  extremely  gentle 
tobacco,  a blend  of  Kentucky  Burleys 
fragrant  as  the  woods  in  spring  and  mild 
as  a May  morning.  Well-aged,  slow- 
burning,  it  has  become  a national  favorite 
in  mighty  short  order.  Try  a tin.  You’ll 
find  it  kept  fresh  in  heavy  gold  foil. 


Brown  & Wiili.imson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.W  -5  J 


io 

take  care  of 


. . . . FREE 
BOOKLET 

tells  how  to  make 
your  pipe  ta>te 
better,  sweeter. 
Write  for  a copy. 


It^ S 1 5 AND  IT'S  MILDER 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


"TATXA  TINK  AAII  AKPOHOAII.'says he. 

and  she  replies!  I AOTZI  ” * 


(Translator’s  Note: 

*He:  “I  trust  you  like  the  Chapter  House?” 

She;  “Personally,  I go  for  modern  conveniences,  if  you  see  what  I mean.”) 


Is  the  old  Chapter  House  beginning  to  look  like  the  ruins  of  ancient 
Athens?  Traditions  and  grand  old  relics  are  fine — but  not  when  they 
interfere  with  the  comforts  of  daily  living. 

If  the  Brothers  (or  Sisters)  in  your  Chapter  are  struggling  through  the 
current  semester  with  an  Homeric  heating  system  and  Phidean  plumbing, 
it’s  high  time  to  do  something  about  it.  And  something  can  be  done. 

It’s  possible  now — because  of  the  National  Housing  Act — for  your  Chapter 
to  finance  property  repairs  and  improvements.  It  the  House  isn’t  all  you 
would  like  it  to  be — you  can  have  it  made  into  a comfortable  and  good- 
looking  home  at  once:  new  paint,  plumbing,  heating,  lighting — and  all  the 
other  conveniences  which  make  theses  and  thrysi  worth  the  trouble. 


The  Tail  Epsilon  Phi  Chapter  at  Maryland  U.  has  .set  the  example  by 
borrowing  $1,700  to  modernize  their  Chapter  House.  The  repairs  will  be 
made  this  winter  and  the  T.  E.  P’s.  will  live  in  the  renewed  house  while 
they  pay  for,  and  enjoy  the  improvements. 

Near  your  own  campus  there  are  approved  financial  instituitions  making 
this  same  kind  of  modernization  loan.  You  can  arrange  to  borrow  up  to 
$2,000.  The  financing  charge  is  low.  There’s  no  red  tape  about  getting 
the  money.  The  note  may  be  paid  in  easy  installments  financed  out  of 
your  Chapter’s  regular  budget.  Your  local  bank  can  advise  you,  or  you 
can  get  complete  detaijs  by  writing  to  the  Federal  Housing  Administration, 
Washington,  I).  C. 

Now  is  the  best  time  to  modernize  your 
Chapter  House.  The  whole  nation  is  co- 
operating in  the  Better  Hous- 
ing Program  — and  your 
Chapter  can  do  that  modern- 
ization job  today  more  easily 
and  efficiently  than  ever 
before. 

Modernize  the  Chapter 
House  Now! 


Spring  Is  Here 

YOU  walk  around  campus  thinking 
what  a lovely  day  it  is.  While  you 
are  dreaming,  your  love  of  the  moment 
comes  along  and  tells  you  that  she 
doesn’t  see  how’  she  can  possibly  make 
it  this  ETiday  nite  after  all.  You  say 
it’s  a shame  and  how  about  Saturday.’ 
No,  she’s  sorry  but  she’s  has  a date. 
One  of  your  fratney  brothers  appears 
from  nowhere  and  she  greets  him  with 
one  of  those  sw'eetie-pie  attitudes.  You 
feel  jealousy  creeping  upon  you.  Sud- 
denly deciding  you  have  a class,  you 
leave  abruptly.  You  walk  around 
brooding  and  discover  that  you  really 
do  have  a class  and  are  about  to  be  late 
for  it.  Professor  eyes  you  shrewdly  as 
you  walk  in  five  minutes  late.  You  sit 
in  back  of  class  and  start  brooding 
again.  Professor  asks  you  a cpiestion 
which  you  only  vaguely  hear.  You 
au-swer  “Yes,”  cla.ss  giggles.  Profe.s.sor 
repeats  question,  which  was,  “IIow' 
are  businesses  of  today  enlarged?” 
You  feel  your.self  getting  red  and 
glower  in  order  to  hide  embarassment. 
You  mumble  an  answer,  then  fume  to 
your.self  the  rest  of  the  hour.  Period  is 
finally  over.  You  go  to  library  and  get 
mail,  consisting  of  note  from  father 
.saying  he  will  cut  allowance  if  you 
don’t  .stop  asking  for  extra  money. 
You  pass  ash-cans  and  see  Her  sitting 
with  .same  brother.  You  leave  library 
feeling  very  moro.se.  You  w'alk  around 
campus  thinking  what  a lou.sy  day 
it  is. 


A small  boy  leading  a donkey  passed 
by  an  .Army  eamj).  A eouple  of 
.soldiers  wanted  to  have  .some  fun 
with  him. 

“Why  are  you  holding  on  to  your 
brother  .so  tight  for.  Sonny?” 

“So  he  won’t  join  the  Army,”  .said 
the  young.ster. 
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T H E ()  L I)  LIN  E 


Tivetdij-seven 


Clerk:  “Have  you  heeii  married 

before,  madam?” 

Sail  I’edro  Liz:  “What’s  the  big 

idea?  Memory  test?” 


If  Adam  wore  no  clothes  at  all 
And  clothing  makes  the  man. 

I’d  like  to  know  who  wore  the  jiaiits 
When  the  hnman  race  began. 


Visitor:  I suppose  you’ve  been  in 

the  navy  so  long  that  you’re  accus- 
tomed to  sea  legs.” 

Sailor : “Lady,  I wasn’t  even  looking.” 


“Couldn’t  you  think  of  anything 
better  than  coming  home  in  this 
drunken  condition?”  asked  the  out- 
raged wife. 

“Yes,  m’dear,”  au.swered  the  erring 
husband,  “but  she  was  out  of  town.” 


He:  “Girlie,  I can  read  you  like  a 
book.” 

She:  “O.  K.,  boy,  but  don’t  u.se 

the  Braille  method.” 


Q:  “Why  has  a bishoj)  got  such  a 

booming,  deep  voice?” 

A:  “Probably  because  he  was  a 

canon  before  he  was  a bishop.” 


MOAN 

Street  ear  aisles  still  pack  them  tight, 
•Vutos  eaii.se  a traffic  tangle; 

“ House  .sold  out  ” each  week-end  night ; 
Women’s  ears  bear  jewels  that  dangle. 

Lap  dogs  .still  maintain  their  place; 
(’rooners  croon  without  di.scretioii; 
Poets  keej)  on  filling  .space — 

What’s  the  good  of  this  depre.ssion? 


Behold  the  happy  Moron — 
He  doesn’t  give  a damn, 

I wish  I were  a Moron — 
Great  .scott ! jicrhaps  I am. 


I>ives  of  great  men  remind  us 
As  their  pages  o’er  we  turn. 

That  we’re  apt  to  leave  behind  us 
Letters  that  we  ought  to  burn. 


Jo:  “If  2 plus  2 ecpials  4,  who  is  the 
king  of  Siam?” 

Funnel:  “Neither.” 

Jo:  “Don’t  try  to  be  funny.” 
Funnel:  “Well,  you  asked  me  a 

simple  question  and  I gave  you  a 
simple  answer.” 


He:  “Do  you  believe  kissing  is 

unhealthy?” 

She : “I  couldn’t  say — I’ve  never — ” 
He:  “You’ve  never  been  kis.sed?” 

She:  “I’ve  never  been  sick.” 


He:  “You  give  such  crazy  kisses.” 
She:  “That’s  because  my  li[)s  are 

cracked.” 


Joe:  “Where  did  you  spend  la.st 

summer?  ” 

Blow:  “I  worked  in  Des  Moines.” 
Joe:  “Which — cojiper  or  coal?” 


Today,  Tomorrow  and 
Everyday 

A Fresh  Supply  of  Meats, 
Fruits,  VejJetables  and 
Staple  Groceries 

Just  Phone,  Or  Call  At 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell 

Incorporated 

HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 
Phones 

Hyattsville  201,  202,  67 

RIVERDALE,  MD. 
Phones 

Hyattsville  381,  382 

40  Years  of  Service  to  the 
People  of  this  Community 

Spring  Is  Here  Now! 

New  Chevrolets 
and  Oldsmobiles!! 

We  offer  the  most  complete  auto 
service  in  this  locality;  we  use  the 
best  of  materials,  equipment,  and 
mechanics  on  vour  repair  work. 

On  our  Used  Cars  we  offer  a 
thirty  day  Write-Your-Own- 
Ticket  guarantee. 

We  stand  ever  ready  to  give  you 
the  best  of  service  and  workman- 
ship. For  information  or  demon- 
stration 

Call  Greenwood  2200 

Lustine-Nicholson 

Hyattsville 
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IF  YOU  KNOW  YOUR 
ONIONS  . . . FOLLOW 
’EM  WITH  LIFE  SAVERS 


If  the  onion’s  strength  is  your  weakness 
. . . eat  Life  Savers  and  breathe  easy. 
Life  Savers  are  breath  saviors.  Keep  a 
roll  handy  . , . and  keep  your  friends. 


IF  IT  HASN’T  A HOLE.  ..IT  ISN’T  A LIFE  SAVER 


t 
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Service  at  Any  Time  of  Day  or  Night  | 

Goodyear  Tires 
^ Battery  Service  S 

I I 

I POWER'S  SERVICE  STATION  I 

A A 

Opposite  the  Lord  Calvert  Inn 


I 
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THEY  SURE  GO  BY  FAST! 

Stop  by  or  call  us  to  have  a demonstration 
of  the  Netv  1935  Ford  Models 

Dependable  Used  Cars 

General  Repairs 

Billhlmer  and  Palmer  Motor  Co. 

IIYATTSVILLE  Hyattsville  330 


.loin  the  of  the  ^loiith’^ 

dull — Win  a Free  Box 
of  Life  Savers 

Get  in  on  this  prize  contest  and  let  your  pet  “grin 
snatcher”  win  you  more  than  just  a laugh.  Ye  eds  of 
The  Old  Line  want  to  know  who  are  really  the  wits 
of  the  campus  this  year. 

Each  issue  a snappy  cellophaned  box  of  assorted 
LIFE  SAVERS  (eleven  different  flavors,  count  ’em) 
will  be  awarded  for  the  best  grin  getter  submitted  by 
a student.  All  pet  jokes  will  be  judged  by  the 
editors  of  this  publication.  Their  decision  will  be 
regarded  as  final. 

Also  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  is  reserved. 

Don’t  waste  that  good  joke  on  your  roommate, 
.send  it  in  and  tickle  your  sweet-tooth  with  your 
funny  bone. 

The  winner  of  this  month’s  contest  will  be  an- 
nounced in  the  next  issue  of  The  Old  Line. 


WINNER  OF  LAST  MONTH'S  CONTEST 
D.vvid  Fried.m.ln 
Box  758 

W1  lo  submitted  the  following: 

Moe  and  Rastus  were  in  a friendly  contest  with  the 
dice,  when  the  game  was  rudely  interrupted  by  Moe's  dog 
suddenly  ru.shing  in,  snatching  uj)  a five-dollar  bill  from 
between  them,  and  swallowing  it.  Rastns  suggested 
calling  the  veterinary,  which  was  duly  done,  and  in  accor- 
dance with  his  instructions,  the  dog  was  given  a large  dose 
of  castor  oil  and  ])ut  in  the  cellar.  The  ne.xt  day  Rastus 
inquired  as  to  results. 

“Did  you  get  it?” 

“No.”' 

“Why  not?” 

“The  bill  was  counterfeit,  and  de  dawg  couldn’  pa.ss  it.” 


(’ensor's  Motto;  Lssiie  or  issue  not. 


THROW  NO  STONES 

Paris  dre.ssmakers  are  making  dre.s.ses  out  of  spun  glass. 
Goodne.ss!  We  hojic  it’s  frosted. 


Where  i^mart  Collegians 
Meet  • • • 

You'll  find  the  smart  college  crowd  at  any  of  these  three  Willard  meeting 
places.  For  dancing  or  dining  pleasure  downtown  meet  your  friends  at — 

The  BAMBOO  Cocktail  Room 

John  Slaughter's  Orchestra 

coFFii:ii:  siitir 

Popular  Priced 
Food  Specialties 

Wl  LLARD  HOTEL 

14th  & Pennsylvania  Avenue,  Washington,  D.  C. 

H.  P.  SOMERVILLE,  Managing  Director 


Cocktail  and  Supper  Dancing 


ICOILMI  IKOmX 
Ivrill 

Men's  Repeal 
Rendezvous 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 
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B.  V.  Rhodes  Paint  & Hardware 

L.  E.  C:RANF0RD,  Manager 

R.  I.  Avenue  Opp.  B.  & O.  Station 
HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 

Hyattsville  91 


Textbooks  Paper 

Maoazines  Novelties 

Featuring  Mother's  Day 
Cards  and  Easter  Cards! 

ilio  jtilly  gift  nIio|i 

‘'Just  stop  in  and  broivsc  around” 

NEXT  TO  VARSITY  GRILL 

Camel's  Costlier  Tobaccos  never  get  on  your  Nerves 


mmm 


Copyright,  1935 
R . J . Key  noldsTobacco 
Company 

Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


SPEAKING  OF  THE  EXCITING  SPORT 

with  which  his  name  has  so  long  been  as- 
sociated, Ray  Stevens  says;  "When  the  last 
heat  has  been  run,  it's  mighty  comforting  to 
light  up  a Camel.  That  'let-down'  feeling  fades 
away.  I enjoy  the  pleasure  of  smoking  to 
the  full,  knowing  that  Camels  nei'er  bother 
my  nerves!”  (Signed)  RAYMOND  F.  STEVENS, 
North  American  Bob-Sled  Champion 


"I’M  A CAMEL  SMOKER. 

Camels  restore  my  ‘pep’ 
when  I’ve  used  up  my 
energy.  They  taste  so 
good,  too.  There’s  nothing 
like  a Camel!”  (Signed) 
JACK  SHEA,  Olympic 
Champion  Speed  Skater 


"AS  A MASTER  BUILD- 
ER, I have  learned  that  any 
real  work  that  requires 
‘push’  calls  for  Camels. They 
give  me  new  energy  when 
Tm  feeling  tired  and  list- 
less.’’ (Signed) 

FRAZIER  PETERS 


UST£N  IN j3 


MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 

IN  CAMELS.. 


You  11  like  the  Camel  Caravan 
starring  Walter  O’Keefe,  Annette 
Hanshaw,  Glen  Gray’s  Casa 
Loma  Orchestra  over  coast-to- 
coast  WABC-Columbia  Network. 


Camels  are  mode  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS  — Turkish  and 
Domestic  — than  any 
ether  popular  brand." 


10  :00p.m.  E.S.T. 


9 :00p.m.  C.S.T. 
8 :00p.m.  M.S.T. 
7 :00p.m.  P.S.T. 


TUESDAY 


COLLEGE  GIRL:  ‘ When  tired,  a 
Camel  makes  you  feel  refreshed.” 
(Signcd)MARGUERITE  OSMUN 


■ . i.  IIYNOIDS  TOBACCO  COMAANT 
Wlfitt«n-S«t«iii,  Narth  Caraltisa 


9:00p.m.  E.S.T. 

8 :00  p.m.  C.S.T. 

9 :30p.m.  M.S.T. 
8 ;50p.m.  P.S.T, 


THURSDAY 


LUCKIES  USE  ONLY  THE  CENTER  LEAVES 
-THE  CENTER  LEAVES  GIVE  YOU 
THE  MILDEST  SMOKE. 


T II  E ()  L I)  LIN  K 
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NO  STRAN(JEUS  ALLOWED 

Scene  in  the  counting  room  of  the  election  committee  in 
a small  town  in  (Jeorgia. 

Time:  Two  hours  l)efore  the  closing  of  the  polls. 

Official  ('onnter:  “Say,  what  do  ah  do  with  this  heah 
Rej)iil)lican  ballot? ” 

—Owl. 


“Some  men  thirst  after  fame,  some  after  love,  and  some 
after  money.” 

“Yeah,  well  I know  .something  they  all  thirst  after.” 
“What’s  that?” 

“ I’eannts.” 


Alphagam:  “I  wish  I had  a million.” 

Alphagrabba:  “If  you  don’t  quit  scratching  I’ll  begin 
to  believe  yon  have.” 


COLLEGE  MANIA 

Nurse:  “I  think  he’s  regaining  consciousness,  doctor; 

he  ju.st  tried  to  blow  the  foam  off  his  medicine.” 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 


SEEN  THE  NEW  FORDS? 

Stop  by  or  call  us  to  see  the  new 
1935  Ford  Models 

Used  Car  Specialties 

General  Repairs 

Billhimer  & Palmer  Motor  Co. 

HyattSVlIle  (0pp.  Arcade  Theatre)  Greenwood  2057 


COED 

She  goes  to  college.  She  differs  from  her  sisters  in  that 
she  is  beautiful,  for  her  features  are  delicate  and  regular 
and  her  figure  is  a perfect  .S6.  She  u.ses  cosmetics  l)ut  to 
accentuate  her  natural  loveliness,  and  then  only  i)rivately. 

Her  lij)s  are  red  and  ki.s.sable,  but  she  does  not  use  them 
to  promi-scuity.  She  is  faithful  to  the  owner  of  the  fra- 
ternity j)in  she  wears. 

Her  clothes  are  informal,  in  good  taste.  She  carries 
them  with  an  aj)pealingly  uncon.scious  charm. 

She  studies  hard,  makes  good  grades.  She  does  not 
employ  soft-.soap  with  her  profes.sors,  nor  does  she  cling 
about  their  necks. 

She  chews  gum  slightly.  She  smokes  occasionally, 
drinks  just  enough.  Her  dancing  is  exrpiisite  l)nt  re- 
strained. 

Having  no  affections,  she  does  not  attempt  to  employ  a 
“line.”  Her  great  characteristic  is  her  naturalness,  her 
poise. 

She  does  not  c.vist. 

— ^Irizuiia  KiUij-Kat. 
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ENGLISH  ROYALTY 


greatest  queen  V 

OF  ENGLAND  SINCE 
QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 


DESCRIBE  BRIEFLY  QUEEN  VICTORIA'S] 
I PLACE  IN  HISTORY.../ ^ 


VERY  GOOD  — CHARACTERIZE  J 
PRINCE  ALBERT  . j ' 

P.A.  IS  MILD  AND  MELLOW 
1—  IT  NEVER  BITE5 
THE  TONGUE/ 


THE  SMOKING  ROYALTY 


EVERY  MAN  CAN  JOIN  THE 
SMOKING  ROYALTY/  TRY  A 
LOAD  OF  PRINCE  ALBERT  — 
_ A TRULY  PRINCELY  SMOKE. 

1X1  I irrnr-i/^  A # 
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PACKED 
RIGHT- 
IN  TIN  ! 


1|ARGEST\M  SPECIAL 
i^SELLINGlUl  PROCESS 
,/  PIPE  mn removes 
'jTOBACCOjTO  ALL  ; 

\"BlTE”i 


' 2 ^ 
OUNCES 
IN 

every  ; 


. ,/  PIPE 

N I LD  N ESS !/  TOB  A CCO 


TOP-aUALITY/Q;'^*'.!^'; 
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Fringe  Albert 
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“ENDS  IT  ALL” 
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....  Sentiment,  ivy,  and  songs 

SENTIMENT,  we  fear,  has  long  since  turned  up  its  toes 
on  every  campus  in  the  land.  Groups  of  haj)py 
students  no  longer  gather  at  the  base  of  ivy-clad  towers  of 
learning  at  the  close  of  the  day  to  sing  Alma  Mater  songs 
in  the  twilight,  or  on  the  athletic  fields  to  die  for  dear 
old  Whoozis. 

Indeed,  we  venture  that  if  there  were  extant  such  a 
group  of  happy  students,  who  knew  the  words  to  an  Alma 
Mater  song,  and  who,  in  addition  knew'  where  to  find  an 
ivy-clad  tower  of  learning  in  good  condition,  and,  lastly, 
who  had  the  nerve  to  besiege  such  a tower  with  the  w'ords 
of  an  alma  mater  song  in  the  twilight  . . . and  did  so,  the 
administrational  authorities  of  their  .school  w'ould  doubt- 
less brand  the  w hole  thing  a Communi.st  uprising,  suspend 
both  students,  and  make  a statement  to  the  papers  about 
the  R.  O.  T.  C.  being  a fine  thing. 

All  this  is  merely  to  show  that  we  realize  we’re  being 
utterly  antediluvian  in  dropping  a few'  tears  in  the  name 
of  good  old  college  fellowship,  or  something.  We  therefore 
ask  your  indidgence  toward  a somewhat  sentimental 
Old  Liner,  w'riting  his  eleventh — and  last — New  Line, 
while  he  holds  a tender-eyed  post  mortem  on  his  entire 
collegiate  career. 

. Yes  Sir,  That’s  My  Babel!” 

WHILE  Maryland  boasts  no  authentic  ivy-clad 
tower  of  learning,  its  neare.st  approach  being 
neither  a tower  of  learning  nor  ivy-clad,  the  old  water 
tank  might  easily  serve  in  the  latter  capacity  by  having  its 
lid  removed,  being  filled  with  dirt,  and  letting  the  ivy,  etc., 
dangle  down  the  sides  (Memorandum  of  that  to  Mr. 
Crisp). 

Standing  astride  the  very  summit  of  The  Hill,  the  rusty 
scales  which  line  its  cavernous  iron  belly  literally  steeped 
in  tradition,  the  hoary  landmark  has  served  indiscrimin- 
ately as  Freshman  and  Sophomore  ensign  for  generations 
. . . and  ever  since  that  memorable  night  nearly  four  years 
ago  when  several  of  our  more  spirited  Classmates  ro.se  to 
the  occasion  and  emblazoned  a bold  “’35”  in  smeary 
yellow  paint  where  all  might  see,  it  has  been  onr  firm 


re.solve  to  climb  u})  there,  as  a Senior,  and  from  that 
vantage  point  to  bid  a fond  adieu  to  the  old  familiar 
haunts  in  one  nearly  fell  swoop. 

And  the  other  day,  we  did  jn.st  that,  almo.st  comidetely 
ruining  a new'  pair  of  w'hite  shoes  in  the  zig-zag  cro.ss 
pieces  of  one  of  the  uprights  in  so  doing,  ('limbing  uj) 
isn’t  so  bad;  the  worst  part  is  getting  down — especially 
that  short  stretch  of  ladder  which  leans  over  backwards 
at  the  top.  Having  reached  the  tank,  we  walked  gingerly 
around  the  narrow'  cat-walk,  not  particularly  caring  to  go 
up  to  the  dizzy  perch  on  toj)  of  the  drum — at  least  not 
that  day,  anyway. 

And  there,  like  an  actor  who  on  his  exit,  retreats  up  into 
the  .scenery  loft  to  watch  the  play  go  on  without  him,  we 
stared  down  at  the  .stage  on  which  w'e  so  recently  had 
played  a part.  Gracefully  skirting  the  edge  of  the  drill 
field  curves  a concrete  w'alk,  of  interest  to  us  becau.se  it 
marks  the  former  location  of  the  dirt  path  on  which  we 
walked  up  The  Hill  for  the  first  time  four  Septembers  ago. 
Partly  discernible  beyond  that  blot  on  the  landscape, 
Morrill  Hall,  is  the  Publications  Building,  where  we  .seem 
to  have  wasted  all  the  hours  out  of  the  twenty-four  not 
already  similarly  accounted  for  in  Morrill  Hall. 

Almost  even  with  us  on  the  opposite  hill  is  the  con- 
vergence of  all  lines  on  the  campus — Margaret  Brent 
Hall — but  we  won’t  go  into  that  . . . except  to  wonder 
what  the  introduction  of  another  focal  point  in  the  new 
dormitory  arising  nearby  will  do  to  the  .status  quo. 

Stretching  from  just  below'  us  almo.st  out  to  the  horizon, 
lies  “The  Old  Back  Road,”  over  which,  during  our  four 
years  we  have  shuttled  back  and  forth  one  thou.sand, 
nine  hundred  and  twenty-eight  times,  for  a grand  total  of 
15,5‘'24  miles,  three-fourths  of  which,  it  .seems  to  us  now', 
were  travelled  between  the  hours  of  midnight  and  four  .\..m. 
...  a road,  which  for  two  of  our  classmates  was  the  begin- 
ning of  The  Long,  Long  Trail. 

And  .so  after  giving  the  terrain  a last,  lingering  look,  we 
climbed  slowly  down,  stamped  our  feet  on  terra  firma 
.several  times,  and  ca.st  our  eyes  upward.  That  thing 
would  look  nice  with  flowers  and  ivy  grow  ing  in  it,  though, 
wouldn’t  it? 


(Continued  on  next  page) 
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{Continued  from  page  5) 

....  Miscellany 

Jl'ST  l)y  way  of  reassuring  ourself  that  we  did  learn 
something  in  eollege,  we'll  list  a few  of  the  faets  and 
figures  which  seem  to  stick  uj)perniost  in  our  mind  . . . 
if  any  ...  on  the  eve  of  graduation: 

The  sine  of  an  angle  is  equal  to  a over  c ...  A conditioned 
reflex  is  when  a dog  drools  to  music  . . . When  staying  uj) 
all  night,  never  try  to  snatch  forty  winks;  you’ll  feel  twice 
as  bad  the  next  day  if  you  do  . . . When  the  gasoline  float 
registers  exactly  zero,  there  is  just  enough  gas  in  our 
Model  A to  navigate  home  and  back  again  . . . 

'ar  is  hell,  but  one  every  fifteen  or  twenty  years  helps 
to  level  things  off,  so  be  patriotic  and  go  . . . As  you  pro- 
gressively add  more  units  of  labor  and  capital  to  the 
production  of  goods,  your  amount  of  goods  decrea.ses 
proportionately  to  the  units  of  labor  and  capital  applied 
. . . Never  order  a la  carte  unless  you’re  afraid  of  being 
robbed  anyhow  on  the  way  home  . . . All  in.sects  are 


divided  into  tho.se  with  suctorial,  and  those  with  man- 
dibular mouth  parts  . . . ( ) (....)  ( ) 

(..)  ( ) ! !...  but  that  doesn’t  always  hold. 

Coeds  are  undernourLshed  women  . . . “French  has  weak 
stress,  while  the  action  of  the  organs  in  articulation  is  very 
energetic’’  . . . The  Battle  of  Blenheim  in  1704  drove  the 
French  forces  out  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire  ...  A quarter 
to  one  is  a helluva  time  to  have  to  bring  your  date  back 
to  the  Ba.stille  . . . During  sy.stole,  the  heart  is  absolutely 
refractive,  which  means  that  during  that  period  it  does  not 
respond  to  any  other  stimulus  but  the  one  motivating 
the  .sy.stole. 

The  University  of  Maryland  is  a spur-lendid  instato- 
oshun  . . . “E.ssential’’  amino  acids  are  those  which  cannot 
be  .synthesized  by  the  body  . . . Electromotive  force  equals 
resistance  times  voltage,  or  vice  versa  . . . I)ro.<iophila 
melanoga.'iter  has  numerous  and  di.stinct  advantages  as  a 
laboratory  subject  for  the  .study  of  heredity  . . . And, 
la.stly,  the  height  of  wi.sdom  is  knowing  when  to  quit. 


“College  men  want  their  women 
To  be  like  cigarettes: 

Just  so  many;  all  slender  and  trim 

In  a case 

Waiting  in  a row 

To  be  selected,  .set  aflame, 

.\nd  discarded. 

“IMore  fa.stidions  men  ])refer  women 
Like  cigars; 

They  are  more  exjjensive 
Look  better  and  last  longer 
If  the  brand  is  good. 

They  aren’t  given  away. 

“(h)od  men  ))rcfer  their  women 
Like  j)ij)es; 

.\nd  become  more  attached  to  them 
The  older  they  grow. 

^V1  len  the  flame  is  burned  out. 

They  still  look  after  them. 

Knock  them  gently 
(But  laughingly) 

.Vnd  care  for  them  always. 

No  man  shares  his  pipe.” 

— Ranger. 


Mrs.  Gnaggs:  “Have  you  shut  uj) 

everything  in  the  house  for  the  night, 
Elmer?” 

Elmer:  “I’ve  shut  up  everything 

that  can  be  shut  up,  dear.” 


“GANDHI  AIAY  RETIRE”  — 
Headline.  It’s  high  time.  He’s  been 
dressed  for  it  long  enough. 

Did  you  ever  take  chloroform? 

No.  Who  teaches  it? 

— Red  Cat. 


It  doesn’t  cost  much  to  produce  a 
burlesque,  becau.se  raw  material  is  so 
ehea]). 

— Pnneli  Rowl. 


Tough  Soph:  “Rat  you  are  about 

the  greene.st  thing  I have  ever  seen. 
Why  look  at  the  hay  .seed  on  your 
coat.” 

Meek  Rat:  “Them  ain’t  hay  .seed, 
them’s  wild  oats.” 


Broadway — a i)lace  where  you  buy  a 
sandwich  named  after  some  gny  you’d 
rather  bite  in  ])erson. 

His  one  and  only  was  a blonde,  but 
ala.s — she  dyed. 

Sandy  went  down  South,  and,  not 
expecting  cold  weather  he  neglected  to 
take  his  red  flannels.  A sudden  cold 
.spell  brought  him  the  nece.ssity  of 
.sending  a telegram  home  for  his 
“reds.”  The  resnlt  was  the  following 
telegram:  SOS  BVI)  (’01)  BIX^. 


The  street  sweei)er  was  weeping 
bitterly  as  he  pushed  his  broom  along 
the  curb. 

“What  is  the  trouble,  my  good 
man?”  asked  a by.stander. 

“Sir,  ” .said  the  .street  sweeper, 
“there  has  been  an  accident  here.  One 
of  my  friends  was  killed  and  I am 
forced  to  sweep  away  the  debris.” 

“Oh,  I .see,”  said  the  by.stander, 
“just  scraping  nj)  an  acquaintance.” 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


All  Aliiiiiiiiis  Writes  His  Impression  of  tlie  Recent 

Two  Day  Aliimni  Program 


“Dear  Joe, 

We  certainly  missed  you  at  the  Alumni  reunion.  Most 
of  the  old  class  was  back,  and,  hoy,  did  we  have  a time. 
Fred  and  I pulled  into  College  Park  Friday  moriung,  and 
dro])j)ed  down  to  the  frat  house  where  the  actives  “treated 
ns.”  Then  we  went  up  to  the  drill  field  and  watched  the 
cavalry  R.  O.  T.  C.  unit  hold  its  annual  competition. 
Those  horses  really  looked  good  going  over  the  jumps  six 
at  a time.  It  sounds  funny  now,  hut  I’m  pretty  sure  that 
it  was  a horse  named  Fay  that  won  the  manual  of  arms 
competitive. 

That  afternoon,  after  we  had  had  a couple  with  .some  of 
the  other  grads,  “for  old  times’  sake,”  we  went  up  and 
watched  them  dedicate  the  new  flagpole  which  is  located 
right  in  the  middle  of  a formal  garden  built  around  the  new 
Arts  and  Science  Building.  After  the  flagpole  had  been 
I)ut  up,  the  girls  did  a May  Pole  dance  around  it  to  the 
tune  of  “Maryland,  My  Maryland.”  About  that  time  I 
began  seeing  bears  and  all  sorts  of  queer  costumes,  so 
I left. 

In  the  evening,  the  fellows  got  us  dates  with  a couple  of 


campus  girls.  My  first  impre.ssion  had  been  that  the 
college  students  were  much  younger  now  than  in  onr  days. 
It  didn’t  take  tho.se  girls  very  long  to  show  me  how  mis- 
taken we  had  been. 

The  next  day,  in  the  afternoon,  was  held  Rosy  Pollock’s 
“Three  Ring  Circus.”  The  weather  was  so  cold  that  it 
was  only  after  taking  a tonic  that  we  were  able  to  enjoy 
our.selves.  The  program  this  year  certainly  was  the  mo.st 
unusual  that  they  have  ever  [)ut  on.  Some  fellow  named 
Christhilf  took  a racket  and  tos.sed  the  twelve-pound  shot 
for  a new  record.  With  the  score  tied,  and  a minute  left 
to  j)lay  in  the  lacrosse  game  Bill  (luckeyson  threw  the 
di.scus  .square  into  the  center  of  the  net  to  score  the 
winning  run.  Over  on  the  baseliall  diamond,  Schwartzman 
pitched  a love  game,  to  make  a clean  sweep  for  Maryland. 

Saturday  night  was  held  an  alumni  dance  (at  least,  I 
think  that’s  what  it  was),  bringing  a j)erfect  end  to  a 
j)erfect  week-end. 

A'onrs  for  more  May  daze, 

Jack" 

— Pyke  Jonxsox. 


I 


Eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


WITH  this  issue,  we  come  eleven.  Exactly  that 
number  of  times  will  we  have  rounded  The  Hill 
after  this  is  finished  and  a halt  is  called  until  next  year’s 
Freshman  number.  And  on  this  very  appropriate  integer 
do  we  intend  to  go  the  limit. 

■ No  more  .secrets.  When  you  call  the  Phi  Delt  House  and 
a man  answers,  it’s  Herbie  Brill.  Sorority  presidents, 
Helen  Klingsohr,  should  not  be  seen  stalking  along  the 
boulevard  in  pink  evening  dresses  at  seven-twenty  on 
Sunday  mornings.  People  talk  . . . and  we  write.  The 
Kappas  remind  us  of  midshipmen  . . . individually  good 
eggs,  collectively  the  most  clannish  in  College  Park. 
Flora  Waldman  suffers  from  delusions  of  grandeur.  Fay 
Heuling  is  the  ideal  woman  ...  a sphinx  without  a secret. 
Local  Delta  Sigs  are  fearfully  awaiting  word  from  national 
headquarters  in  regard  to  Ruth  Snyder’s  new  pin.  No 
cau.se  for  fretting,  lads;  she  got  it  at  Penn  State. 

■ Bill  Purnell  falls  flat  on  his  back  every  year.  Last 
semester,  a party  of  Snakes  were  forced  by  his  bashfullness 
to  storm  the  KD  House  and  take  that  radio  back  from 
Frannie  Schrott  after  they  had  gone  pffft.  This  year  it 


took  three  days  of  walking  around  in  the  rain  to  convince 
him  to  get  l)ack  the  keys  to  his  car  from  Reuling.  Freddie 
Breuckner  can  get  dates  from  roommates  and  good  friends 
on  successive  nights  and  get  away  with  it.  And  they’re 
still  good  friends.  Maybe  that’s  what  Kemper  meant  by 
coeds  being  smarter  than  they  look.  (Memorandum  to 
que.stion  Ellinger  on  the  subject.)  We  hereby  predict  dire 
things  for  Nedomatsky  if  he  doe.sn’t  start  choosing  his 
friends  and  his  language  in  better  ta.ste. 

■ A petition  from  local  AOPi’s  to  the  national  is  now  in  the 
mails  requesting  ijermission  to  pledge  one  Daniel  Lamer, 
large-scale  swain,  and  a swell  guy.  Authoritative  rumor 
has  it  that  Hon.  Albert  C.  Ritchie  is  being  boo.sted  by 
influential  friends  for  next  j)residency  of  the  University. 
Wotta  team  . . . Ritchie  and  Byrd!  Get  (’atherine  Kenny 
to  tell  you  why,  for  the  past  year,  she  has  had  a persistent 
aversion  for  mud.  If  she  doesn’t  talk,  drop  by  the  Office. 
It’s  a good  story.  The  youngest  Quirk  has  both  elder 
sisters  at  a loss  in  some  respects.  Pleasantest  surprise  of 
the  year  ...  a new,  and  vastly  improved  Carol  Hutchin- 
.son  . . . one  of  the  verra  bestests.  Goodhart  should  be 
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more  specific  when  he  raves  about  Mary.  Keller  resents 
it,  and  Beggs  eats  it  uj).  And  Dick  Cooj)er  smiles. 

■ The  .story  of  how  Doc  Law  was  wooed  and  won,  at  least 
temporarily,  by  the  Duchess  . . . demands  a paragraph 
by  itself. 

■ Milly  Cochran  should  take  lessons  from  a naturally 
talented  young  lady  in  the  art  of  .sophi.sticated  lisjnng  . . . 
Eloise  Dahn.  Another  j)rediction — that  Betty  (Toots) 
Shatter  will  be  the  most  popular  coed  in  her  Senior  class. 
And  in  two  years,  young  Keller  will  be  the  best  lacrosse 
goalie  ever  turned  out  at  Maryland  (if  he  doesn’t  read 
this).  The  most  under-publicized  extracnrricidar  activity 
in  College  Park,  one  which  is  upholding  a fine  old  southern 
tradition,  is  the  Riding  Club.  Two  days  before  its  last 
show,  Pete  King,  j)resident,  was  without  horses  and  the 
means  of  obtaiiung  them.  Curley  Byrd,  eternal  savior  of 
student  affairs,  j)rovided  means,  and  Pete,  subsequently, 
horses  . . . and  incidentally  staged  a great  show.  The  other 
two  major  contributions  of  the  south  to  civilization  . . . 
mint  juleps  and  beautiful  women  we  leave  to  Sigma  Nn  and 
Alpha  Xi  Delta  respectively. 


■ Jerry  Sacks,  TEP,  Jewish  national  fraternity,  will  be 
j)resident  of  the  IVIaryland  Christian  A.s.sociation  ne.xt 
year  . . . Helen  Wolhnan  will  have  one  date  for  all  four 
June  Week  dances.  Wonder  what  Virginia  Turner,  Dot 
Millar,  Marguerite  Norris,  Routh  Hickey,  and  Ed  Eletcher 
will  do  next  year.  W.  Noble  Talkes  should  try  to  get  dates 
earlier  than  1.30  .v.m.  (These  coeds  are  smarter  than  they 
look).  Horace  D'Ambrogio  will  tran.sfer  to  the  Rollins 
('ollege  Country  (’Inb,  Florida,  in  September.  After  all. 
direct  quote,  “I'm  the  only  child.”  Harvey  (’ooke  will 
come  back  into  his  own  next  year  in  that  Norris  league. 
Somebody  should  do  something  about  Coleman  Headley 
this  summer,  both  for  his  good  and  the  Athletic  Board's. 
Gene  Thurston,  we  hope,  has  learned  his  les.son. 

■ iVIaude  Cutting,  sister  of  the  “beautiful,"  is  what  more 
coeds  should  be  like.  For  an  interesting  Thursday  evening 
try  the  Hofbrau  next  to  Hunters.  Be  sure  to  keep  your 
back  to  the  wall. 

■ iMuch  more  chit-chat  merits  being  mentioned,  but  un- 
fortunately that  heavenly  orb  from  whicJi  we  derive  light 

(C'ontiuued  on  page  20) 
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T H E ()  L 1)  LIN  E 


Eleven 


IIAKI-KM  INTKHUIDE 

A friend  of  ours,  wlioin  we  shall  eall  Jim,  l)eeause  that 
was  the  first  name  we  thonglit  of,  heeame  totally  and 
completely  l)lotto  on  a recent  party  just  off'  (’entral  Park 
in  New  York.  In  his  dazed  condition,  he  strayed  out  of 
the  apartment,  having  somewhere  in  the  hack  of  his 
whirling  mind  the  idea  that  perhaps  it  would  he  best  if  he 
went  home.  He  wandered  for  (pdte  a time,  eventually 
found  a subway  and  got  on.  lie  looked  dazedly  about 
him,  and  all  that  he  could  .see  were — dark  faces.  Up.set  a 
bit  by  this,  he  got  out  after  a few  sto[)s  and  mingled  with 
the  crowds  on  the  streets.  Hut  it  was  the  .same  thing — all 
about  him  were  dark  faces.  Sick  and  weary,  and  not  a 
little  worried,  he  made  his  uncertain  way  into  a restaurant. 
Still  it  was  the  .same;  dark  faces  were  all  about  him.  Then, 
suddenly,  he  spied  another  white  man  far  in  another 
corner  of  the  room.  Eagerly  he  j)ushed  his  way  through 
the  negroes  until  he  stood  before  the  other  Caucasian. 
Eagerly  he  drew  him.self  up  and  proffered  his  hand  as  he 
murmured,  “Dr.  Livingstone,  I presume.^” 

— Pointer. 


Eunuch  (wildly) : ()  .son  of  heaven,  |)rotector  of  the  poor, 
director  of  j)nblic  .safety  and  chairman  of  the  board! 
The  flea  circus  is  loo.se  in  the  harem!” 

Pasha:  “Oh,  hell;  I snppo.se  that  means  I’ll  have  to 

.scratch  the  favorite.” 

— Watauyan. 


“What  makes  people  walk  in  their  sleep.^” 

“Twin  beds.” 

— W'aiaiKjan. 


ONE  JUMP  AHEAD 

I wish  I were  a kangaroo. 

Despite  his  funny  stances; 

I’d  have  a place  to  jut  the  junk 
My  girl  brings  to  the  dances. 

-Panther. 


The  Sirens  lured  men  to  the  rocks 
In  days  beyond  our  ken. 

Our  sirens  work  the  other  way 
.Vnd  lure  the  rocks  from  men. 


ScKNK  I-  ((’oli.seum  deserted  .save  for  bo.xing  ring  and  a 
few  gloves  .scattered  about  the  floor.)  Music  .starts  to  play 
and  gloves  move  slowly  to  one  side  revealing  graduates 
attired  in  cai)s  and  gowns.  Eaid'are  of  trumpets  and  bo.xing 
ring  changes  into  .speakers’  platform,  filhal  with  all 
nece.s.sary  dignitaries.  Ora<luates  dance  around  hall 
singing.  Eadeout. 

Scenp:  II — ((iraduates  .seated  in  tiers  behind  speakers’ 
platform)  President  rises,  moves  to  front  of  platform,  and 
sings  a baritone  .solo,  while  students  croon  accompanimeid  . 
In  midst  of  .song  President  breaks  out  into  dance  a.ssisted 
by  chorus  of  coeds. 

Scene  III — Graduates  form  line  and  dance  pass  singing 
President,  who  hands  each  a diploma.  After  leaving  |)lat- 
form  graduates  meet  in  center  of  (’oli.seum  and  go  into  a 
dance.  As  the  dance  progre.s.ses  the  floor  begins  to  rotate. 
Spinning  wildly,  it  then  begins  to  ri.se  until  it  finally 
disappears  through  ceiling.  President  unbuttons  shirt  and 
reveals  words  “Farewell  Cla.ss  of  ’,T5”  tattooed  on  his 
che.st.  Band  i)lays  syncopated  version  of  “Maryland, 
My  Maryland.”  Eadeout. 


Salesman:  “Yes,  sir.  That  is  the  smart e.st  hat  we’ve 

got.” 

(^uick  Wit:  “It  doesn’t  have  to  be  smart.  I’ll  put  the 
brains  in  it  myself.” 


THAT  MAN  CHAIT’EB  A(iAIN 

Toward  the  end  of  last  semester  an  English  profes.sor 
decided  to  spring  a character  (juiz  on  his  C’haucer  cla.ss. 
.Vmong  the  (juestions  was  one  asking:  “Who  laughed  and 
.sang  all  day?” 

.\fter  much  .squirming  and  .struggling,  one  student 
wrote,  “the  second  little  pig,”  and  handed  in  his  i)aj>er. 

It  came  back  a week  later  marked  as  follows:  “Triple 
credit  will  be  taken  off  becau.se  the  answer  is  wrong,  your 
attitude  is  too  supercilious,  and  besides  it  was  the  first 
little  pig.” 


— Pelican. 


Twelve 


THE  OLD  LINE 


By  George  Fogg 


The  most  popular  hook  of  the  last  month  or  so  is 
Green  Light  by  Lloyd  C.  Douglass.  Mr.  Douglass  was 
once  rector  of  the  Luther  Place  Memorial  C'hurch  in 
Washington  and  has  since  been  religious  adviser  in  colleges 
and  Lbiiversities,  including  the  University  of  Illinois. 
Shortly  after  he  left  Washington  he  became  famous  for  his 
novel  77(c  Magnificent  Obsession,  and  has  since  written  two 
or  three  popular  novels. 

His  daughter  married  a surgeon,  and  it  .seems  that  he 
l)orrowed  quite  a lot  of  detail  from  .son-in-law  for  this  novel, 
Green  Light.  The  story  concerns  a young  physician, 
Newell  Paige,  who  had  been  reared  and  coun.selled  through- 
out his  life  by  an  older  and  very  famous  surgeon.  Dr. 
Endicott.  Endicott  was  the  head  of  a hosf)ital  and  Paige 
was  ex])ected  to  succeed  him.  In  19‘'29  Dr.  Endicott  was 
called  out  in  the  middle  of  a .serious  operation  to  be  told 
over  the  tele})hone  that  his  broker  wanted  more  margin 
or  his  account  would  be  .sold  out.  This  .so  upset  the  Doctor 
that  he  made  .serious  errors  for  which  Dr.  Paige  took  the 
responsibility  in  his  capacity  as  surgical  a.ssistant. 

This,  of  cour.se,  ruined  Dr.  Paige’s  rej)utation  and  he 
Hed  the  town,  wandering  about  the  small  towns  with  his 
dog  Sylvia.  By  chance  he  falls  in  with  the  family  of  an  old 
country  doctor,  and,  recognizing  musical  talent  in  one  of 
the  girls  of  the  family,  he  j)rocured  for  her  a recital  in  a 
large  town. 

Her  success  was  assured.  One  of  her  snb.secjuent  engage- 
ments was  to  sing  in  the  Anglican  cathedral  of  the  Trinity, 
and  here  Dr.  Paige  went  to  hear  her  sing.  He  incidentally 
heard  a .sermon  by  Dean  Harconrt  of  the  Uathedral  and 
was  so  impres.sed  that  he  made  arrangements  for  a |)rivate 
iutcrview. 

riic  real  |)urpo.sc  of  the  novel  was  to  introduce  Dean 
llarcourt.  He  is  a man  who  knows  the  world  and  who 
knows  (iod.  Through  an  ecclesiastic,  he  does  not  preach 
the  sugar-coated  ai>ple-sauce  that  some  of  the  go-getter 
clergy  of  the  i)re.sent  have  been  guilty  of.  Mary  Pickford 
has  written  about  (lod,  (1.  B.  Shaw  tried  his  hand  at  it, 
but  Mr.  Dougla.ss  has  presented  religion  as  neither  of 


the.se  have  done.  His  religion  is  one  of  quietne.ss,  of 
releasing  tightened  nerves  and  getting  back  to  the  real 
man  untroubled  by  the  nervous  worries  of  active  life. 

Dr.  Paige  unexpectedly  tells  his  troubles  to  Dean  Har- 
court  and  by  a few  simple  manipulations  things  are 
brought  to  a haj^py  conclusion.  Dr.  Paige’s  reputation  is 
restored  and  he  is  given  the  green  light  to  move  on  to  the 
logical  fruition  of  his  career. 

This  .story  is  not  a literary  gem.  Its  writing  is  not 
exceptional  and  its  plot  not  tightly  woven,  but  it  has 
captured  the  popular  imagination  because  of  its  unusual 
treatment  of  religion.  The  large  .sales  of  this  and  of  a 
number  of  other  religious  works  .seems  to  bear  out  Mr. 
Douglass’  belief  that  the  world  is  in  a ])eriod  of  “spiritual 
wistfulne.ss.” 

Of  course,  during  the  summer,  iio  one  is  going  to  sit  by 
the  log  fire  and  read  a book,  but  in  the  event  that  some  of 
you  are  quarantined  or  that  yon  decide  to  follow  Thad 
Dulin  in  his  circumnavigation  of  the  globe  there  are 
po.ssibilities. 

For  instance,  Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer  is  getting  ready  to 
screen  The  Forty  Days  of  Musa  Dagh  (that  will  be  a good 
chance  to  find  out  how  to  pronounce  “Dagh’’)  and  it  is 
offering  prizes  up  to  $‘'2,500  for  150  word  designations  of  the 
most  dramatic  .scene  in  the  book.  MGM  is  spending  six 
thousand  dollars  to  announce  a twenty-five  hundred  dollar 
prize.  According  to  the  latest  scientific  calculations  as 
used  in  Liberty  it  should  take  about  fourteen  hours  to  read 
the  book  and  j)erhaps  two  more  to  write  the  150  word 
paper.  The  -'is‘'2,500  can  be  used  for  a new  campus  car  for 
next  year. 

Maryland's  literary  lights  will  bum  a little  brighter  with 
the  |)ublication  this  week  of  The  American  Talleyrand  by 
Holmes  Ale.xaiider.  Mr.  Ale.\audcr  is  from  Baltimore 
county.  He  first  came  into  literary  prominence  when  he 
upset  the  political  applecart  in  Baltimore  County.  It 
.seems  that  he  was  elected  to  the  Hou.se  of  Delegates  by  the 
regular  county  machine.  .Vfter  the  election  was  over  he 
{Continued  on  page  £(>) 
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>IEXDIXO  THE  XET 

Some  authorities  have  intimated  that  unless  additional  funds  can  be  procured  lor  the  operation  ol  the 
University,  the  present  situation  may  be  alleviated  only  by  cutting  down  on  enrollment. 

Should  it  become  necessary  to  take  this  last  resort,  we  suggest  a method  by  which  the  enrollment  might 
be  considerably  reduced  and  the  academic  standing  and  reputation  of  the  University  enhance  at  the  same  time. 

We  suggest  that  the  entrance  requirements  for  Freshmen  be  rigidly  enforced,  that  all  candidates  for 
admission  exhibit  at  least  an  average  I.  Q.,  and  that  they  make  a passing  grade  on  the  High  School  Content 
Examination  given  each  incoming  class. 

No  school  commands  so  much  respect  as  the  one  which  is  “hard  to  crash,”  and  not  only  would  the 
weeding  out  of  the  less  efficient  students  increase  the  value  of  the  Maryland  diploma,  but  it  would  at  the  same 
time  raise  the  quality  of  class  room  work  for  the  better  students,  for  it  is  generally  admitted  that  the  backward 
students  is  the  greatest  impediment  to  American  education. 

d'here  are  certain  students  on  this  campus  today  who  cannot  write  a simple  letter  which  would  do  credit 
to  a high  school  Freshman,  yet  who  continue  to  monopolize  class  time  and  prevent  more  able  students  from 
getting  full  benefit  from  the  course.  Of  course,  most  of  these  students,  who  should  never  have  been  graduated 
from  high  school,  are  eliminated  during  their  first  year  in  college,  but  the  few  who  manage,  by  hook  or  crook, 
to  obtain  a diploma  certainly  do  the  University  no  credit  when  they  go  out  into  the  world. 


WE  PASS  THE  IliltK 

'The  Old  Fine  takes  pleasure  in  presenting  the  officers  who  will  carry  on  during  1935-36:  Gardner 

Brooks,  Editor-in-Chief;  Theodore  Erbe,  Business  Manager;  Routh  Hickey,  Women’s  Editor;  Robert  Litschert, 
Managing  Editor;  John  Bell,  Art  Editor;  anci  Pyke  Johnson,  Feature  Editor. 
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Fifteen 


Ether 
t^r  That 

Ihj  Bon  Litsciiekt 


SUMMER  1 )rings  witli  it  the  latest  sensation  in  dance 
hands  in  Orville  Knaj)p,  the  voice  from  the  golden 
west.  Although  Knapp  has  been  doing  late  broadcasts  for 
the  past  year  from  Beverly  Hills,  California,  it  is  just  of 
late  that  the  eastern  radio  fans  have  taken  notice  of  him. 
The  out.standing  feature  of  this  band  is  a Hawaiian  guitar 
which  in  many  jdaces  takes  the  part  of  a melody  instru- 
ment, and  lends  a plaintive  note  to  the  music.  Knaj)p’s 
orche.stra  might  best  be  described  as  having  a sax  team 
like  Lombardo’s,  a brass  section  similar  to  Ozzie  Nel.son, 
both  of  which  are  combined  with  a rhythm  resembling 
that  of  Ted  Fio  Rita. 

*  *  * * 

It  seems  as  though  the  Lombardo-Garber  feud  will 
continue  as  long  as  there  is  ether  to  play  on.  The  following 
incident  is  said  to  have  happened  at  a party  given  at 
Garber’s  home  not  so  long  ago. 

The  festivity  was  at  its  height  when  the  strains  of 
Lombardo’s  “Coming  Through  the  Rye ’’ejected  from  the 
loud  speaker.  Everyone  in  the  room  remained  {piiet. 
All  of  a sudden  Garber  is  reported  to  have  said:  “The 

more  I listen  to  Lombardo,  the  more  I am  convinced  that 
he  coj)ies  me.’’  Lombardo  fans  claim  it  to  be  vice  versa. 

P.  S. — It  might  be  a whole  lot  better  if  both  Lombardo 
and  Garber  would  try  coj)ying  someone  else. 

* * * 

Before  long  you  may  once  again  be  hearing  music 
directed  by  those  popular  band  leaders  who  are  now  exiled 
because  of  the  $3.00  union  tax.  A .scheme  now  is  being- 
evolved  under  which  the  network  will  employ  a large 
studio  band,  on  a salary  basis,  and  then  invite  the  exiled 
leaders  to  take  turns  directing  it,  using  their  own  arrange- 
ments. In  this  way  the  leaders’  names  will  be  kej)t  before 
the  public  as  well  as  the  restaurants  and  hotels  in  which 
their  regular  bands  now  are  playing. 

* * * 

The  local  Collegians  owe  a good  deal  of  their  success  to 
the  unique  arrangements  of  Bill  King.  Bill  was  one  of  the 
original  Collegians  and  played  first  trumpet  with  them 
back  in  the  days  when  they  made  their  first  radio  broad- 
casts. His  arrangements  of  “Naga.saki,’’  and  “Drink  To 
{Continued  on  page  18) 


FUTILITY 

Why  should  he  live  any  longer  on  this  t roublesoiiK' 
globe.^  His  girl  was  gone,  his  job  was  humdrum,  and  he 
had  athlete’s  foot,  not  to  mention  pink  toothbrush.  He’d 
show  ’em  . . . he’d  go  to  her  and  tell  of  his  love  and  then 
take  the  jjoison  in  front  of  her  . . . no,  he’d  take  Ikt  down 
to  the  river  and  jump  in  before  her  eyes!  She’d  be  sorry 
because  she  couldn’t  take  him  in  her  arms  then.  With 
tears  in  her  eyes  she’d  see  him  drown.  Yes,  that  would  be  a 
fitting  end. 

Putting  on  his  coat  he  grabbed  up  a gun  . . . just  in  case 
. . . and  ran  down  the  stairs.  .Vt  the  bottom  he  ste|)|)ed  on 
his  kid  sister’s  kiddie  kar  and  broke  his  damn  neck. 

— Punch  Hou'l. 


“So  you  gave  my  .secret  away.^’’ 

“I  didn’t  give  it  away.  I exchanged  it  for  a better  one.’’ 


“What  model  is  your  car?’’ 

“It’s  not  a model;  it’s  a horrible  example.’’ 

— Purple  Parrot. 


Junior  came  home  from  his  first  day  at  school.  “Well 
son,’’  greeted  his  father,  “how  did  you  like  it?’’ 

“Aw,  they  asked  too  many  (pie.stions,’’  replied  the 
younger  edition. 

“Fir.st  they  asked  me  my  name,  and  I told  them.  Then 
they  asked  me  your  name,  and  I told  them.  Then  they 
asked  me  where  I was  born.  I didn’t  want  to  be  a sis.sy, 
.so  I jirst  told  them  Yankee  Stadium.” 

— Ram  mer-Jam  mer. 


“Iliumm  . . . Mice" 
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AFTER  THE  BRAWL  WAS  O’ER 

Lingerie,  silver  slii)pers  far  flung. 
Sparkling  earrings,  a necklace  tossed 
In  a tanny-creain  velvet  box. 

A frothy  bit  of  lace — a crumpled  gown. 
The  mid-morning  sun  smiling  wanly 
On  the  flushed  happy  face  of  a girl 
asleep 


Studs  scattered,  a watch  chain 
dangling 

Over  a chair  back,  the  once  stiffly 
correct  white  front — 

Now  wilted. 

On  the  dresser,  a crinkled  tie;  a tiny 
trail 

Of  lipstick  decorating  the  end. 

Dull  crushed  patents  lying  sprawled. 

—Peg. 


Two  drunks  were  leaning  over  a bar 
telling  intimate  stories  of  their  life. 

“I  weighed  only  a pound  when  I was 
born,”  said  one. 

“Only  a pound!  Did  you  live?” 
“Did  I?  You  should  see  me  now!” 


Voice  from  ujxstairs:  “Beckey,  is  de 
light  on  don  dere?” 

“No,  fadder;  ve  turned  it  oud.” 
“Dot’s  a good  girl.” 


I hate  he,  I hate  he. 

I wish  he  were  die. 

He  tell  I he  love  I 
And  damn  he — he  lie. 

— Sundial. 


“Boy,  I’m  .scared!  I just  got  a 
letter  from  a man  telling  me  he’d  shoot 
me  if  I didn’t  stay  away  from  his  wife.” 
“Well,  all  you  have  to  do  is  stay 
away  from  his  wife.” 

“Yeah,  but  he  didn’t  sign  his  name.” 

— The  Stoic. 


Editor:  “Have  you  ever  read 

proof?” 

Frosh:  “No,  who  wrote  it?” 


They  were  dancing  lightly  and  he 
held  her  tightly  in  his  manly  arms.  He 
clo.sed  his  eyes  for  a time  and  danced 
here  and  there  in  ecstasy.  She  looked 
uj)  into  his  face  and  suddenly  his  eyes 
opened.  The  music  stopped. 

“Come,  let’s  go  out  on  the  porch,” 
he  muttered  thickly.  He  stole  a glance 
at  his  j)artner.  Never  had  he  seen  so 
ravishing  a beauty.  He  took  her  in  his 
arms. 

“Oh,  darling,  I love  you.  Say  you’ll 
be  mine.”  She  looked  again  into  his 
eyes. 

“I’m  not  rich  like  John  Brown,  and 
I haven’t  a car,  or  a home,  but  I do 
love  you  and  want  you  terribly.” 

Two  soft,  snowy-white  arms  reached 
around  his  neck,  and  two  rid)y  lijjs 
whispered  in  his  ear:  “Where  is  this 

man  Brown?” 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


Q.;  “What  would  be  the  proper 
thing  to  say  if,  in  carving  the  duck,  it 
should  skid  off  the  ])latter  and  into 
your  neighbor’s  laj)?” 

A.;  “Be  very  courteous.  Say, 
‘May  I trouble  you  for  that  duck’?” 


He:  “Had  a date  with  a World’s 

Fair  Gal  last  night.” 

2nd:  “How’s  that?” 

He:  “If  I had  spent  a century  I 

wouldn’t  have  made  any  j)rogress.” 


“No,  Mi.ss  Murgatroyd,  a necker- 
chief is  not  the  head  of  a .sorority 
house.” 


OBLIGING 

Hou.se  Mother:  “Young  man,  we 

turn  the  lights  off  at  10. .SO!” 

Freshman:  “Oh  boy,  that’ll  be 

keen.” 


AS  A BATTER  NEEDS  BOTH  HANDS 


So  a pipe  tobacco 


needs  BOTH 


mildness  and  flavor 


IT  TAKES  the  swat  of  two 
good  hands  around  a bat 
to  set  the  cheering  section  on 
its  feet — and  it  takes  two  good 
qualities  in  a pipe  tobacco  to 
please  you  completely. 

You  want  a smoke  that  has 
real  tobacco  flavor — but  you 
don’t  want  it  strong. 

You  want  a smoke  that’s 
mild  enough  for  you  to  smoke 
all  you  want — but  you  don’t 
want  it  tasteless. 

The  answer  is:  you  want 
Edgeworth.  It  has  BOTH  mild- 
ness and  flavor.  To  get  a rich 
flavor,  we  use  only 
the  finest  pipe  to- 
bacco grown.  To  get 
mildness,  we  use  only 
the  tender  leaves  of 
that  tobacco. 


Edgeworth  is  made  for  pipes  and  pipes  alone.  That  is  why  it  is 
a better  pipe  tobacco — and  why  many  smokers  say  that  Edge- 
worth’s long-burning  qualities  actually  make  it  cost  less  than 
cheap  tobacco.  They  get  more  smoking  hours  p>er  tin. 

Buy  Edgeworth  today  and  enjoy  mildness  plus  flavor 
plus  economy!  Made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  85  Brother  Co., 
Richmond,  Virginia.  Tobacconists  since  1877. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS  BOTH  MILDNESS  AND  FLAVOR 
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PASSION 

He  struck  her,  but  she  uttered  no  word.  Again  he  struck 
her,  l)ut  no  sound  e.scaped  her  lips.  Once  more  he  liit  her 
on  the  head,  but  l>rave  thing  that  she  was,  she  didn't  even 
whimi)er.  Then,  enraged  beyond  all  rea.son,  the  brute 
gave  vent  to  violence  and  began  raining  blows  on  her 
head,  even  scratching  her  in  his  madness.  Even  through 
this  she  held  her  peace.  But  at  last,  her  feelings  at  the 
blazing  point,  she  gave  a reluctant  sputter  and  burst  into 
flame. 

She  was  a match. 

— Aggieratnr. 


“What  do  you  mean  that  our  dates  are  like  a string  of 
pearls?  ’’ 

“Neckless,  dearie,  neckless.’’ 


Motor  Cop:  “Hey,  you!  didn’t  you  hear  me  say,  ‘pull 
over  there’?’’ 

Driver:  “Why,  I though  you  .said,  ‘Good  afternoon. 

Senator’.” 

Motor  Cop,  (smiling):  “Isn’t  it  a warm  day  today. 

Senator!” 


Goldie:  “The  man  I’m  going  with  now  has  both  money 
and  brains.” 

Blondie:  “Gee,  that  makes  it  tough!” 


ETHER  THIS  OH  THAT 

{Continued  from  page  lo) 

Me  Only  With  Thine  Eyes,”  deserve  sj)ecial  mention, 
while  our  favorite  is  a medley  of  fraternity  songs  which 
include:  “The  Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi,”  “Violets  of 

Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon,”  which,  incidentally,  is  used  by 
Herbie  Kay  as  a theme  song,  “ Kapj)a  .\lpha  Sweetheart,” 
and  “A  Phi  Delt  Bungalow.” 

* * * 

The  year  of  undoubtly  will  go  down  in  radio 

hi.story  as  the  year  of  amateurs.  More  amateur  jirograms 
have  been  s]>onsored  on  the  networks  during  the  past 
.season  than  ever  before.  These  programs  are  popular 
because  they’re  different,  they’re  different  becau.se  they’re 
sporting.  No  one  ever  know  just  what  is  going  to  happen 
next.  The  contestant  takes  a chance,  for  he  never  knows 
whether  he  will  get  the  gong  or  the  prize;  the  master  of 
ceremonies  takes  a chance  becau.se  he  never  knows  just 
what’s  going  to  happen  next;  the  sponsor  takes  a chance 
l)ecau.se  he  never  knows  just  what  reaction  the  radio 
audience  will  take  to  his  program,  and  the  li.stener  takes  a 
chance  because  he  never  knows  . . . Fred  Allen  probably 
was  the  first  person  to  put  on  a weekly  amateur  show.  He 
was  followed  by  Ray  Perkins,  who,  in  turn,  has  been 
followed  l)y  a great  number  of  others.  Although  it  has 
been  said  that  an  amateur  show  is  just  as  good  as  its 
master  of  ceremonies,  we’ve  got  to  give  a lot  of  credit  to 
tho.se  sporting  kids  who  take  part  in  them. 

* * * 

And  now,  perhaj)s,  since  our  last  column  is  going  to 
press,  it  might  be  fitting  to  .stej)  out  of  character  for  ju.st  a 
moment,  .so  we  might  thank  our  readers  for  their  con.struc- 
tive  comment,  both  good  and  bad.  When  Ether  This  or 
That  was  first  written  we  believed  that  would  last  for  only 
one  i.ssue,  but  your  interest  kej)t  it  living  throughout  the 
year.  It  was  the  first  column  of  this  type  ever  to  be  written 
on  the  campus,  and  its  future  depended  upon  the  success 
received  this  year,  which  we  hope  has  been  great  enough  to 
warrant  a .second  volume  next  fall.  The  music  of  this  year 
will  bring  back  memories  in  the  future.  iMemory  is  elusive, 
and  ])erhaps  through  .songs,  you  may  capture  it  . . . 
wouldn’t  it  be  nice  if  we  could  relive  the  moments  that 
music  memories  bring  to  us  . . . wouldn’t  it  be  nice  if  we 
could  recapture  the  j)ast  year  and  relive  it  . . . wouldn’t  it 
1 be  nice  if  we  could  cure  static  with  bicarbonate  of  .soda  . . . 
wouldn’t  it  be  nice  if  we  could  say  what  we  wanted  to  . . . 
to  whom  we  wanted  . . . But  right  here,  we  mu.st  say 
Au  Revoir  until  next  September. 


LINE 
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Teaclier:  “Si)cll  ‘strai<>lit’.” 

Pupil : “S-t-r-a-i-g-li-t.” 

Teaclier:  “Correct,  and  what  does 

it  mean?’’ 

Pupil:  “Without  gingeralc.” 


Radio  Voice:  “We  will  now^  hear 

from  Professor  Jones  on  the  Advan- 
tages of  a College  Education.” 

Li.stener-in:  “There  they  go  with 

another  one  of  those  mystery  stories.” 


“ But  Sergeant,”  .said  the  lady  to  the 
ticket  taker,  “I  left  my  money  at  home 
and  you'll  have  to  trust  me.  I’m  one 
of  the  officers’  wives.” 

“Lady,”  rejilied  the  Sergeant,  “1 
couldn’t  trust  yon  if  you  are  the 
officer’s  only  wife.” 


People  who  carry  glass  hot  ties 
shouldn't  sit  on  stone  henches. 


Prof:  “Wake  that  fellow  ii])  beside 
) » 

you. 

Stude:  ‘Won  do  it  Prof,  you  put 

him  to  sleep.” 


“Where’s  Joe,  anyway?” 

“He’s  over  eating  in  the  Dining 
Hall.” 

“But  you’re  kidding — who  e\’er 
heard  of  anybody  overeating  in  the 
Dining  Hall.” 


feixv- ' - 
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. . . But  Madam,  a home  ISN'T  fdable  collateral'. 
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AKOUXD  the  hill 

{Continued  from  page  9) 


and  energy  has  a nasty  habit  of  rising  early  these  mornings; 
and  when  you  begin  after  midnight,  the  crisp  eackling  of 
fowl  has  a welcomed  sound.  But  hold  . . . one  remaining 
barrage  of  bombastry  before  bed. 

■ H.  Duvall  Ambro.se  drools  after  the  fifth.  Anne  Padgett 
and  “Dutch”  iMcChesney  reciprocate  sebaceous  glances. 
Margaret  Jack  Reid  froze  up  in.side  of  a week.  Our  “Jay” 
has  hitherto  hidden  depths.  At  least  ten  genuine  tragedies, 
wherein  eligible  young  coeds  failed  to  be  bid  to  sororities 
and  wept  in  their  respective  pillow-slips,  should  be  checked 
off  in  the  red  column  again.st  Greek  societies  for  1934-,‘k5. 

■ It  is  j)aradoxical  to  be  rounding  The  Hill  for  the  last 
time  this  year  ju.st  as  the  sun  bursts  on  a new  day,  but 
such  is  our  sad  situation.  (All  this  won’t  taste  so  bad 
after  two  or  three  bronios.)  We’ll  see  you  at  Ocean  City, 
summer  school,  or  any  place  else  you  may  happen  to  be 
indiscreet.  Mark  well  in  this  connection  . . . “not  the  use 
of  an  evil  thing,  but  the  abu.se  of  a good  thing”  . . . this 
is  sin  . . . G’night,  haj)i)y  days  . . . 


Little  Jack  Horner  sits  in  a corner 
And  cries  and  cries  and  cries. 

He  trirsted  his  gal  with  his  very  be.st  pal 
And  it  sure  did  open  his  eyes. 


“AVed  any  company?" 

“Xau\  I’m  .studying  to  be  a hermit  and  I’m  going  to  do 
my  homeu'ork." 


For  years  a white  merchant  had  accommodated  some  of 
the  negro  farmers  thereabouts  by  carrying  their  needs  on 
credit  until  the  crops  were  sold.  One  day,  .soon  after  all 
tho.se  Government  checks  for  not  planting  were  issued, 
he  saw  one  of  his  old  accounts  going  into  a competitor’s 
store.  He  was  justifiably  sore  and  rei)roached  the  colored 
man : 

“Sam,  for  five  .seasons,  good  and  bad,  I’ve  given  you 
credit  and  what  appreciation  do  I get?  As  soon  as  you  get 
some  money  you  go  and  pay  cash  for  your  rations  at 
another  store.” 

“Lawsy,  boss  man,”  Sam  answered,  “ah  didn’t  know 
yo’  .sold  fur  cash.” 

— Punch  Bold. 


BOOKS 

{Continued  from  page  12) 

turned  a coldly  scientific  eye  on  the  political  machine  and 
j)ublished  the  results  in  IIarper,s  Magazine  with  only  the 
thinne.st  concealment  of  persons  and  institutions.  The 
American  Talleyrand,  in  Mr.  Alexander’s  book,  is  Martin 
\ an  Buren  who  is  generally  regarded  as  the  creator  of  the 
system  of  political  patronage  as  we  know  it.  He  is  also 
res])onsible  for  the  convention  method  of  nominating 
presidential  candidates. 

Summer  is  a good  time  for  detective  stories,  especially  if 
you  are  travelling  and  need  something  to  kill  the  waits. 
One  of  the  best  in  the  late  crop  is  M.  G.  Eberhart’s  The 
IIou.se  on  the  Roof — mysterious  no  end  and  entirely  without 
love  interest,  as  detective  stories  should  be. 

A few  years  ago  Walter  B.  Alillis  exposed  the  methods  by 
which  the  Ihiited  States  was  jockeyed  into  the  Spanish 
.Vmeriean  War  in  spite  of  public  indifference  by  systematic 
newsijaper  j)rogaganda.  He  is  now  publishing  another 
book  tracing  the  cau.se  which  led  America  into  the  World 
W ar.  He  names  names  and  tells  tales  under  the  title 
Road  to  B ar.  It  is  being  ])rominently  mentioned  for  the 
Pulitzer  Hi.story  Prize. 

•Vlexander  Wollcott’s  While  Rome  Rurn.s,  though  over  a 
year  old,  is  .still  a non-fiction  be.st  seller.  It  is  easy  to  read 
during  the  summer,  even  if  your  house  isn’t  quarantined. 

In  (’ome  and  Get  It  Edna  Ferber  has  turned  the  “cafe- 
teria theme  .song”  into  a novel  which  I would  leave  ou  the 
bottom  of  the  pile  for  summer  reading. 

Good-bye,  Mr.  Chip.s  is  just  about  long  enough  to  read 
during  the  eommeneement  exercises  and  highly  ap- 
propriate, too 
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HIM  WHAT  KNOWS 

A taxi  driver  cliarged  with  using' 
violent  language  protested  that  the 
complainant,  a woman,  was  “no  lady.” 

“Indeed,”  said  the  magistrate,  “1 
wonder  if  yon  know  a lady  when  yon 
see  one.” 

“Of  course,  I do,”  answered  the 
driver  indignantly.  “Why,  only  the 
other  day  I saw  one.  She  gave  me  a 
dollar  for  a cpiarter  fare  and  walked 
away.  I says,  “Hey,  mam,  what  about 
yonr  change?  “Don’t  be  a d — 
fool,”  says  she,  “keep  it  and  get  drunk 
enough  to  kiss  yonr  mother-in-law.” 
Now,”  he  ended  triumphantly,  “that’s 
what  I calls  a real  lady.” 

— Burr. 


A darkey,  being  the  father  of  twelve 
children,  all  of  whom  had  been  rocked 
in  the  same  cradle  was  putting  the 
latest  arrival  to  sleep. 

“Rastns,”  .said  his  wife,  “dat  cradle 
am  ’bont  worn  out.” 

“ ’Tis  ’bont  gone,”  replied  Ra.stns. 
“A"on  all  bettah  get  ’nother,  and  get  a 
good  one — one  dat’ll  last.” 

—Owl. 


SPECIAL  SALE! 


“I  think  I’ll  go  downstairs  and  send 
Nancy’s  young  man  home.” 

“Now,  Elmer,  remember  the  way  we 
used  to  court.” 

“I  hadn’t  thought  of  that.  I know 
damned  well  I’d  better  go  down  and 
send  him  home.” 

— Whirlunnd. 


A violinist  entered  a little  music 
shop  in  London. 

“I  want  an  E string,  if  you  please,” 
he  observed  to  the  man  behind  the 
counter. 

Nervously  producing  a box,  the 
Cockney  said,  “would  you  mind  pick- 
in’ one  out  for  yourself?  Y’know  I 
’ardly  can  tell  the  ’es  from  the  she’s.” 
— Chaparral. 


Wednesday  Only! 

Bridge  Lamps 

(as  illustrated) 


$4.00 


1 


You  II  want  several  of  these  lamps  for  those 
June  Week  parties.  Take  advantage  of  this 
low  price,  as  we  must  get  rid  of  them  before 
Summer  School.  No  free  deliveries. 


SHEEP^S  CLOTHING  CO. 

"We  Outfit  The  Whole  Campus" 

Culvert  Avenue  College  Park 
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"NOT  HIGH^HAT;  WELL-GROOMED” 

TOPPER 

Cleaners/  Dyers,  Tailors,  Agents 
for  Palace  Laundry 

On  the  Boulevard  Berwyn  242 


"Oy,  I am  dying — send  for  a priest  (jveek.” 

"Vat,  Abie,  yon  don't  vant  a rabbi?” 

“I  should  gif  heem  small  pox?  Call  a priest!” 

— Cornel  ]]ldow. 


“Is  your  faith  nnbleniished?” 

“Yeth,  I lithe  eold  cream.” 

— Penn  State  Froth. 


Fruit  Vendor  (yelling  in  front  of  his  stand):  “Twenty 

cents  a dozl’ 

Bystander  (soused):  “Twenty  cents  he  don’t.” 

— Maroon  Pee. 


Here  it  is  ...  . 


a New  PORTABLE 

Made  by  the 

Typewriter  Leader  of  the  World 

• An  Underwood  of  your  own ! A Portable  to 
go  with  you  wherever  you  go  ....  to  write 
whatever  you  feel  like  writing  ....  whenever 
the  spirit  moves  you. 

• Letters,  stories,  notes,  homework  ....  all 
these  are  the  things  that  the  modern  person 
wants  to  type.  Things  you  should  type  and 
can  type  on  your  new  Ihiderwood  Portable 
....  rapidly,  neatly,  easily. 

|Tii«|pr\v4»»€l  Fi$<li€^p<'om|»anv 

Homer  Building,  1,‘ilh  and  F Streets,  N.W  . 
District  1630  Washington,  D.C. 


T II  K 


OLD  LIN  K 


Slie:  “Hill  tviiKMiihor  my  modesty !” 
He:  “Oil,  yenli  rememlier? ” 

“ Let’s  get  a eou|)le  of  dates  tonight.” 
“(’an't;  have  to  go  to  bed  early  and 
get  .some  sleej).” 

“Why?” 

“Tomorrow's  my  tough  day;  gotta 
sliave!  ” 

— Sun  Dial. 


“How’s  tlie  puhlic  .sentiment  out 
liere?”  asked  tlie  politician,  who  was 
passing  through  a rural  community. 

“Still  goin’  .strong,”  answered  the 
native.  “There  were  sixteen  cars 
parked  in  my  lane  last  night.” 

“Can  I change  the.se  pants  at  this 
counter?” 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  you  mister,  we  have 
(piite  a few  women  shoppers,  so  maybe 
you’d  better  go  to  the  dressing  room  in 
the  rear.” 


“What  would  you  do  if  I’d  kiss  you?” 
“I’d  yell.” 

Silence.  A kiss.  Silence. 

“Well?” 

“I’m  .still  hoar.se  from  last  night.” 


Wifie;  “What’s  the  idea  of  jioking 
the  broom  in  the  baby’s  face  this 
morning?” 

Hubliy:  “I  just  wanted  to  get  him 
used  to  kissing  his  grandfather.” 

— ]Vi<luu\ 


Fir.st  Star:  “I’m  awfully  .sorry  to 

see  you  here  in  the  ho.s})ital,  but  I never 
knew  that  pistol  was  really  loaded.” 
Second  Star:  “Oh,  that’s  all  right. 
.Vccidents  will  haj)pen.  But  what  gets 
my  goat  was  the  way  the  director 
yelled,  ‘You  blithering  idiot,  don't  you 
know  that’s  not  the  way  to  fall  when 
you’re  shot’!” 


Then  there  was  the  high  .salaried 
Hollywood  director  who  was  always 
trying  to  make  a little  extra. 

~J{al  Cat. 


“Oh  my,  the  mountains  were  divine, 
and  the  .seashore  was  a dream,”  .said 
the  young  bride  who  had  just  returned 
from  her  honeymoon,  to  the  elderly 
lady  visitors. 

“Well  ble.ss  my  .soul,”  .said  one 
mother  of  fourteen,  “the  younger 
generation  is  sure  getting  ca.sy  to 
plea.se.” 

—Red  Cat. 


The  American  people  always  are 
getting  married,  having  children,  or 
even  both. 

— Premier  M u.ssoliui 


The  dog  who  was  expected  to  win 
the  race  got  left  at  the  po.st. 


Vacation  Is  Here!! 

New  Chevrolets 
and  Oldsmobiles!! 

We  offer  the  most  complete  auto 
service  in  this  locality;  we  use  the 
best  of  materials,  equipment,  and 
mechanics  on  your  repair  work. 

On  our  Used  Cars  we  offer  a 
thirty  day  Write-Your-Own- 
Ticket  guarantee. 

We  stand  ever  ready  to  give  you 
the  best  of  service  and  workman- 
ship. For  information  or  demon- 
stration 

Call  Greenwood  2200 

Lustine-Nicholson 

Hyattsville 


/ . / / 

THE  ELEPHANT 

/ I / H ll  /., 


ToN  years  ago  the  elephant  can  ght 
a whilf  ol  that  old  pipe,  and  his  trunk 
was  sore  tor  weeks.  Today  the  first  sniflf 
brought  it  all  back  and  turned  a peace- 
loving  zoo-pet  into  a vengelul  rogue. 

Two  easy  steps  will  make  buddies  out 
of  this  pair.  First — a thorough  pipe  cleaning. 
Second — a tin  of  mild,  fragrant  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  Smoking  Tobacco.  This  friendly 
blend  of  Kentucky  Burleys  is  a pal  to 
every  living  creature.  Smokers  and  non- 
smokers  like  its  aroma.  Well  -aged  and 
cool-burning.  Sir  Walter  has  raised  pipe- 
smoking to  the  «th  degree  of  joy. Try  a tin. 


Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-5  5 


take  Care 


. . . . FREE 
BOOKLET 

tells  how  to  make 
your  pii>e  taste 
better,  sweeter, 
Write  for  a eopy. 


Smoking  Tobacco 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


^1  PE  *M#  CIGARETTES 


lt\r  1 5^— AND  ITS  MILDER 


—Log. 
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SMOKER  RECONCILED 
TO  OLD  FLAME 


You  needn’t  change  your  brand. 
Just  follow  every  cigarette 
with  a minty,  mouth  -cooling 
Life  Saver  and  you’ll  fall  in  love 
with  the  old  brand  all  over  again. 

IF  IT  HASN’T  A HOLE  ...  IT  ISN’T  A LIFE  SAVER 


«l<»iii  file  of  iho  ^loiith*^ 

Club — Will  SI  Froo  Ilox 
of  IJfo  Ssivors 

rilE  WINNER  OE  LAST  MONTH'S 
('ONTEST  W AS: 

Joseph  Rleau,  '.‘5S 

. . . who  was  adjudged  guilty  uj)on  being  found 
with  tlie  following  corpus-  delicti: 

She:  “Every  time  1 eoiiie  to  Florida  I have  to 

diseard  iny  heavy  undies.  You  know  I am  from 
Maine.” 

He:  “Is  that  .so?  I'm  from  M i.s.sonri.” 

She:  “Sir  ! ! !” 


PROOF 

If  you  don’t  believe  in  Providence,  watch  students 
crossing  the  Boulevard  and  try  to  figure  out  what  else 
saves  them. 


HOLIAAVOOl)  THRIFT 

A major  film  company  bought  a German  novel  and 
engaged  three  interpreters  to  translate  the  lengthy  volume 
into  English.  Translators  worked  several  weeks  at  a cost 
to  the  company  of  $3,500  and  a week  before  they  finished 
their  task  the  novel  was  published  in  English  at  $‘-^  a copy. 


A })ackwoods  mountaineer  one  day  found  a mirror  which 
a tourist  had  lost. 

“WYll,  if  it  ain't  my  old  dad,”  he  .said,  as  he  looked  in 
the  mirror.  “I  never  knowed  he  had  his  picture  took.” 

He  took  the  mirror  home  and  stole  into  the  attic  to  hide 
it.  But  his  actions  didn’t  e.scape  his  suspicious  wife. 
That  night  .she  slipped  up  to  the  attic  and  found  the 
mirror. 

“Hum-uni,”  she  .said,  looking  into  it,  “.so  that’s  the  old 
hag  he’s  been  chasin’.” 


The  young  bride  sadly  said,  “Men  are  too  mean  for 
anything.” 

“Wdiat’s  the  trouble  now?”  asked  her  best  friend. 

‘AVhy,  I just  asked  Jack  for  the  car  today,  and  he  .said 
that  I must  be  content  with  the  splendid  carriage  that 
nature  gave  me.” 

-Lo(j. 


Ra.stus  and  Liza  were  roller-skating  when  suddeidy 
Liza  fell,  but  flopped  over  and  came  up  again  with  re- 
markable agility.  “Did  you  .see  how  cjuiek  I recovered 
my  equilibrium?”  she  asked. 

“You  sho  did,”  Ra.stus  answered,  “almo.st  before  Ah 
noticed  it  was  uncovered.” 

— Tex.  Battalion. 


BEHIND  THE  EKiHT  BALL 

“How  in  the  devil  have  you  made  four  straight  hits? 
Your  range  is  100  yards  and  your  sight  is  .set  at  600?” 
“See  that  little  .stone  about  half  way  uj)  there?  Well, 
I’m  banking  ’em  off  that.” 

— Panther. 


Plan  to  Spend  Your  Vacation  at  This  Secluded  Mountain  Resort!  . . . 

“Y  last  rcsorty"  sav  many  of  our  happy  friends. 

Take  the  Cure  at  the 
PAINT  BRANCH  SANATORIUM 

Was  the  winter  social  season  too  much  for  you?  Did  finals  leave  you  on  the  ragged  edge?  Can 
you  still  take  it?  (Have  you  got  any  money?) 

Beautiful  location,  just  behind  Morrill  and  Dining  Halls  . . . excellent  cuisine  . . . picturesque 
lake  nearby  . . . swell  nurses  . . . 


For  further  particulars,  write — 

^aint  IBrancI)  Sanatorium 

C-ollege  Park,  Md. 

T.  B.  KOPT’,  General  Manager 


DOMESTIC 

brand.'* 


than 


WE  ASKED  SPO. 


“IS  THIS  FACT 
IMPORTANT  TO  YOU? 


CHAMPIONS: 


(S'CMlo)  . , _ 

HQHth  T 


@ 1935 

R.  J.  Reynolds 
Tob  Co. 


FLAVO  R !"A  Camel 

tastes  like  a million  dol- 
lars!’’ Ellsworth  Vines,  Jr., 
tennis  champion,  told  us. 
"That  rich,  mellow  flavor 
appeals  to  my  taste,”  he 
continued,  "and  I actually 
feel  a 'lift'  from  a Camel!” 


ENERGY! 


Helen  Hicks,  famous  wom- 
an golf  champion,  says:  "I’m  exhausted  at  the 
finish  of  a tournament,  but  I never  mind.  I 
know  I can  always  quickly  restore  my  energy 
with  a Camel  — it’s  a 'lift’  I enjoy  often!” 


VALUE! 


An  answer  from  Bill  Miller, 
4 times  National  Single  Sculls  Champion: 
"It’s  easy  to  understand  why  Camels  have 
such  mildness  and  flavor.  Camel  spends  mil- 
lions more  for  finer  tobaccos.  That’s  value!  ” 


SO  MILD!p„„. 

Copeland,  billiard  cham- 
pion: "I  enjoy  smoking 
all  I want.  Camels  are 
so  mild  that  they  never 
upset  my  nerves.  When 
the  subject  of  ciga- 
rettes comes  up,  I say  Td 
walk  a mile  for  a Camel!’  ’’ 


HEALTHY  NERVES! 


Hollywood,  Calif. — "Any  one  who 
spends  much  time  in  water  sports  can’t  afford  to  trifle  with  jumpy  nerves,” 
says  Harold  ("Stubby”)  Kruger,  Olympic  swimmer  and  water  polo  star. 
Above,  you  see  "Stubby”  in  Hollywood — snapped  recently  by  the  color  camera. 
"I  smoke  a great  deal,  and  Camels  don’t  ever  ruffle  my  nerves,”  he  says. 
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